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FA  R  off  (no  matter  whether  Ea^  or  WZ;^^ 
A  real  couRtry,  or  one  made  in  jeft) 
Nor  yet  by  modern  MandeviUes  difgrac'd. 
Nor  by  Mcp-jobbers  wretchedly  mifplac'd. 
There  lies  an  IJland,  neither  great  nor  fmall. 
Which,  for  diftinftion-fake,  I  Gotham  call^ 

The  man  who  finds  an  unknown  country  out^ 
By  giving  it  a  name,  acquires,  no  doubt, 
A  Gcfpel  title,  tho'  the  people  there 
The  pious  Chriftian  thinks  not  worth  his  care.. 
Bar  this  pretence,  and  into  air  is  hurl'd 
The  claim  of  Europe  to  the  Weftern  World,. 

Caft  by  a  tempeft  on  the  favage  coaft. 
Some  roving  buccaneer  fet  up  a  poll: ; 
A  beam  in  proper  form  tranfverfely  laid. 
Of  his  Redeemer's  Crofs  the  figure  made„ 

B  i  Of 
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Of  that  Redeemer,  with  whofe  laws  his  lifp. 
From  iirft  to  laft,  had  been  one  fcene  of  ftrife  ; 
His  royal  mailer's  name  thereon  engrav'd. 
Without  more  procefs,  the  whole  race  enflav'd. 
Cut  off  that  Charter  they  from  Nature  drew. 
And  made  them  Haves  to  men  they  never  knew. 

Search  ancient  hillories,  confult  records. 
Under  this  title  the  moft  Chriftian  Lords 
Hold  (thanks  to  ccnfcience)  more  than  half  the  ball ; 
O'er  throw  this  title,  they  have  none  at  all. 
for  never  yet  might  any  Monarch  dare. 
Who  liv'd  to  Truth,  and  breath'd  a  Chriftian  air. 
Pretend  that  Chrift  (who  came,  we  all  agree. 
To  blefs  his  people,  and  to  fet  them  free) 
To  make  a  convert  ever  one  law  gave. 
By  which  converters  made  him  firll:  a  Have. 

Spite  of  the  glofles  of  a  canting  Prieft, 
Who  talks  of  charity,  but  means  a  feaft  ; 
Who  recommends  it  (whilft:  he  feems  to  feel 
The  holy  glowings  of  a  real  zeal) 
To  all  his  hearers,  as  a  deed  of  worth. 
To  give  them  heaven,  whom  they  have  robb'd  of  earth. 
Never  Ihall  one,  one  truly  honeft  man. 
Who,  bleft  with  Liberty,  reveres  her  plan. 
Allow  one  moment,  that  a  favage  fire 
Could  from  his  wretched  race,  for  childilh  hire. 
By  a  wild  grant,  their  All,  their  Freedom  pals. 
And  fell  his  Country  for  a  bit  of  glafs. 

Or  grant  this  barb'rous  right,  let  Spain  and  France, 
In  flav'ry  bred,  as  purchafers  advance. 

Let 
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Let  them,  whilft  Confcience  is  at  diilance  hurl'd. 
With  fome  gay  bawble  buy  a  golden  world ; 
An  Englilhman,  in  chartered  Freedom  born. 
Shall  fpurn  the  flavifh  merchandize,  ihall  fcom 
To  take  from  others,  thro'  bafe  private  views. 
What  he  himfelf  would  rather  die,  than  lofe. 

Happy  the  favage  of  thofe  early  times 
Ere  Europe's  fons  were  known,  and  Europe's  crimes! 
Gold,  curfed  gold  !  flept  in  the  womb  of  earth, 
Unfelt  its  mifchiefs,  as  unknown  its  worth; 
In  -full  content  he  found  the  trueft  wealth  ; 
In  toil  he  found  diverfion,  food,  and  health ; 
Stranger  to  eafe  and  luxury  of  Courts, 
His  fports  were  labours,  and  his  labours  fports  ; 
His  youth  was  hardy,  and  his  old  age  green  ; 
Life's  mom  was  vig'rous,  and  her  eve  ferene ; 
No  rules  he  held,  but  what  were  made  for  ufe ; 
No  arts  he  learn'd,  nor  ills  which  arts  produce  ; 
Falfe  lights  he  follow'd,  but  bcliev'd  them  true  ; 
He  knew  not  much,  but  liv'd  to  what  he  knew. 

Happy,  thrice  happy  no-uu  the  favage  race, 
Since  Europe  took  their  gcU,  and  gave  them  grace  ! 
Pallors  fhe  fends  to  help  them  in  their  need. 
Some  who  can't  write,  with  others  who  can't  read. 
And  on  fure  grounds  the  Gofpel  pile  to  rear. 
Sends  Tnljjlonar-!  felons  ev'ry  year  ; 
Our  vices,  with  more  zeal  than  holy  pray'rs. 
She  teaches  them,  and  in  return  takes  theirs  ; 
Her  rank  pppreffions  give  them  caufe  to  rife. 
Her  want  of  prudence  means,  and  arms  fupplies, 

B  3  Whill!: 
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Whilft  her  brave  rage,  not  fatisfied  with  life, 
Hifing  in  blood,  adopts  t\it/calping-knife  ; ' 
Knowledge  fhe  gives,  enough  to  make  them  know 
How  abjedl  is  their  Hate,  how  deep  their  woe  ; 
The  worth  of  Freedom  ftrongly  fhe  explains. 
Whim  fhe  bows  down,  and  loads  their  necks  with  chains? 
Faith  too  fhe  plants,  for  her  own  ends  imprefl. 
To  make  them  bear  the  worfl,  and  hope  the  beft ; 
And  whilft  fhe  teaches  on  vile  Int'reft's  plan. 
As  laws  of  God,  ths  wild  decrees  of  man, 
Tiike  Pharifees,  of  whom  the  Scriptures  tell, 
^he  makes  them  ten  times  more  the  fons  of  Hell. 

But  whither  do  thefe  grave  refie£lions  tend  ? 
Are  they  defign'd  for  any.,  or  no  end  ? 
J3riefly  but  this — To  prove,  that  by  no  a£l 
Which  Nature  made,  that  .by  no  equal  paft 
'Twixt  man  and  man,  which  might,  if  Juftice  heard. 
Stand  good,  that  by  no  benefits  conferr'd 
Or  purchafe  made,  Europe  in  chains  can  hold 
The  fons  of  India,  and  her  mines  of  gold. 
Chance  led  her  there  in  an  accurfed  hour. 
She  faw,  and  made  the  country  her's  by  pow'r ; 
Nor  drawn  by  virtue's  love  from  love  of  fame. 
Shall,  my  rafh  folly  controvert  the  claim. 
Or  wifh  in  thought  that  title  overthrown. 
Which  coincides  with,  and  involves  my  own. 

Europe  difcover'd  India  firil ;  I  found 
My  right  to  Gotham  on  the  felf-fame  ground  : 
1  firft  difcover'd  it,  nor  fhall  that  plea 
To  her  be  granted,  and  denied  to  me. 

I  plead 
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I  plead  poffeffion,  and  'till  one  more  bold 
Shall  drive  me  out,  will  that  poiTeiSon  hold  : 
With  Europe's  rights  my  kindred  rights  I  twine  ; 
Her' she  the  Weftem world,  be  Gotham  m:'ue. 

Rejoice,  ye  happy  Gothamites,  rejoice  ; 
Lift  up  your  voice  on  high,  a  mighty  voice. 
The  voice  of  gladnefs,  and  on  ev'ry  tongue. 
In  ftrains  of  gratitude,  be  praifes  hung. 
The  praifes  of  fo  great  and  good  a  King ; 
Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  (hall  not  Gotham  iing  ? 

As  on  a  day,  a  high  and  holy  day. 
Let  ev'r)'  inftrument  of  mufic  play, 
Ancient  and  modern  ;  thofe  which  drew  their  birth 
(Punftilios  laid  afide)  from  Pagan  earth. 
As  well  as  thofe  by  Chrijlian  made  z.ni.Je^w  ; 
Thofe  known  to  many,  and  thofe  known  to  few  ; 
Thofe  which  in  whim  and  frolic  lightly  float. 
And  thofe  which  fwell  the  flow  and  folemn  note  ; 
Thofe  which  (whilft  Reafoa  ftands  in  wonder  by) 
Make  fome  ccmplexicns  latigh  and  others  crj' ; 
Thofe  which  by  fome  flrange  faculty  of  found. 
Can  build  walls  up,  and  raze  them  to  the  ground  ; 
Thofe  which  can  tear  up  forefts  by  the  roots. 
And  make  brutes  dance  like  men,  and  men  like  brutes ; 
Thofe  which  whilfl:  Ridicule  leads  up  the  dance, 

..<e  clowns  of  Monmouth  ape  the  fops  of  France  ; 
i  riofe  which,  where  Lady  Dullnefs  with  Lord  Mayors 
Prefides,  difdaining  light  and  trifling  airs. 
Hallow  the  feaft  with  Pjalmcdj  ;  and  thofe 
"i^  hich,  planied  in  our  churches  to  difpofe 

B  4  And 
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And  lift  the  mind  to  Heaven,  are  difgrac'd 

With  what  a  foppifh  organifh  calls  Tajle  : 

All,  from  the  fiddle  (on  which  ev'ry  fool. 

The  pert  fon  of  dull  fire,  difcharg'd  from  fchool. 

Serves  an  apprenticefliip  in  College  eafe. 

And  rifes  thro'  the  gamut  to  degrees) 

To  thofe  which  (tho'  lefs  common,  not  lefs  fweet) 

From  fam'd  Saint  Giles's,  and  more  fam'd  Vine-Jireett 

(Where  Heav'n,  the  utmoft  wifli  of  man  to  graiit. 

Gave  me  an  old  houfe,  and  an  older  aunt) 

Thornton,  whilft  Humour  pointed  out  the  road 

To  her  arch  cub,  hath  hitch'd  into  an  Ode  *  ; 

All  inftruments  (attend  ye  lift'ning  fpheres. 

Attend  ye  fons  of  men,  and  hear  with  ears) 

All  inftruments  (nor  fhall  they  feek  one  hand 

Impreft  from  modern  Mulic's  coxcomb  band) 

All  inftruments,  felf-aded,  at  my  name 

Shall  pour  forth  harmony,  and  loud  proclaim. 

Loud  but  yet  fweet,  to  the  according  globe. 

My  praifes  ;  whilft  gay  Nature,  in  a  robe, 

A  coxcomb  DoBor's  robe,  to  the  full  found 

Keeps  time,  like  Boyce,  and  the  world  dances  round. 

Rejoice,  ye  happy  Gothamites,  rejoice ; 
Lift  up  your  voice  on  high,  a  mighty  voice. 
The  voice  of  gladnefs,  and  on  every  tongue. 
In  ftrains  of  gratitude,  be  praifes  hung. 
The  praifes  of  fo  great  and  good  a  King  ; 
Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  ihall  not  Gotham  fing? 

*  A  burlefque  Ode  on  Sf.  Cecilia's  day,  by  Bonnel  Thornton, 
■jjerformed  at  KaneJagb, 

Infancy-, 
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Infancy,  Ibaining  backward  from  the  breaft. 
Techy  and  wayward,  what  he  loveth  bell 
Refufmg  in  his  fits,  whilft  all  the  while 
The  mother  eyes  the  wrangler  with  a  fmile. 
And  the  fond  father  fits  on  t'  other  fide. 
Laughs  at  his  moods,  and  views  his  fpleen  with  pride. 
Shall  murmur  forth  my  name,  whilft  at  his  hand 
Nurfe  Hands  interpreter,  thro'  Gotham's  land. 

Childhood,  who  like  an  April  mom  appears, 
Sunfhine  and  rain,  hopes  clouded  o'er  with  fears, 
Pleas'd  and  difpleas'd  by  ftarts,  in  paffion  warm. 
In  reafon  weak  ;  who,  wrought  into  a  ftorm. 
Like  to  the  fretful  bulKes  of  the  deep. 
Soon  fpends  his  rage,  and  cries  himfelf  afleep  ; 
Who,  with  a  fev'rilh  appetite  opprefs'd. 
For  trifles  fighs,  but  hates  them  when  poffefs'd; 
His  trembling  !afh  fufpended  in  the  air. 
Half-bent,  and  ilroking  back  his  long  lank  hair. 
Shall  to  his  mates  look  up  with  eager  glee. 
And  let  his  top  go  down  to  prate  of  me. 

Youth,  who,  fierce,  fickle,  infolent,  and  vain. 
Impatient  urges  on  to  Manhood's  reign. 
Impatient  urges  on,  yet  with  a  call 
Of  dear  regard  looks  back  on  Childhood  paft. 
In  the  mid-chafe,  when  the  hot  blood  runs  high. 
And  the  quick  fpirits  mount  into  his  eye. 
When  pleafure,  which  he  deems  his  greatcft  wealth. 
Beats  in  his  heart,  and  paints  his  cheeks  with  health, 
"When  the  chaf 'd  ileed  tugs  proudly  at  the  rein, 
*  nd  ere  he  ftarts,  hath  run  o'er  half  the  plain. 

When, 
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When,  wing'd  with  fear,  the  flag  flies  full  in  view. 
And  in  full  cry  the  eager  hounds  purfue. 
Shall  fliout  my  praife  to  hills  which  fhout  again. 
And  e'en  the  hunt/man  Hop  to  cry  Amen. 

Manhood,  of  form  eredl,  who  would  not  bow 
Tho'  worlds  fhould  crack  around  him  ;  on  his  brow 
Wifdom  ferene,  to  paffion  giving  law, 
Befpeaking  love,  and  yet  commanding  awe ; 
Dignity  into  grace  by  mildnefs  wrought ; 
Courage  attemper'd  and  refin'd  by  thought ; 
Virtue  fupreme  enthron'd  j  within  his  breafl: 
The  image  of  his  Maker  deep  imprefs'd ; 
Lord  of  this  earth,  which  trembles  at  his  nod. 
With  reafon  blefs'd,  and  only  lefs  than  God  ; 
Manhood,  tho'  weeping  Beauty  kneels  for  aid, 
Tho'  Honour  calls  in  Danger's  form  array'd, 
Tho'  cloth'd  with  fackcloth,  Juflice  in  the  gates. 
By  wicked  Elders  chain'd,  redemption  waits. 
Manhood  fhall  fteal  an  hour,  a  little  hour, 
(Is't  not  a  little  one?)  to  hail  my  pow'r. 

Old  A^e,  d^fecond  child,  by  Nature  curs'd 
With  more  and  greater  evils  than  the  flrft. 
Weak,  fickly,  full  of  pains ;  in  ev'ry  breath 
Railing  at  life,  and  yet  afraid  of  death  ; 
Putting  things  off,  with  fage  and  folemn  air. 
From  day  to  day,  without  one  day  to  fpare  ; 
V/ithout  enjoyment,  covetous  of  pelf,  * 
Tirefome  to  friends,  and  tirefome  to  himfelf  j 
His  faculties  impair'd,  his  temper  four'd. 
His  memory  of  recent  things  devour'd 

E'en 
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IE 'en  with  the  afting  on  his  fhatter'd  brain, 
Tho'  the  falfe  regifters  of  youth  remain  ; 
From  mom  to  evening  babbling  forth  vain  praife 
Of  thofe  rare  men  who  liv'd  in  thofe  rare  days. 
When  he,  the  hero  of  his  tale,  was  young  ; 
Dull  repetitions  falt'ring  on  his  tongue, 
Praifmg  grey  hairs,  fure  mark  of  Wifdom's  fway. 
E'en  whilli:  he  curfes  time  which  made  him  gray  ; 
Scoffing  at  youth,  e'en  v/hilft  he  would  afford 
All  but  his  gold  to  have  his  youth  reilor'd  j 
Sh^l  for  a  moment,  from  himfelf  fet  free. 
Lean  on  his  crutch,  and  pipe  forth  praife  to  me. 

Rejoice,  ye  happy  Gothamites,  rejoice  ; 
Lift  up  your  voice  on  high,  a  mighty  voice. 
The  voice  of  gladnefs,  and  on  ev'ry  tongue. 
In  ftrains  cf  gratitude,  be  praifes  hung. 
The  praifes  of  fo  great  and  good  a  King  ; 
Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  ihall  not  Gotham  fmg  i 

Things  without  life  fliall  in  this  chorus  join, 
-And,  dumb  to  others'  praife,  be  loud  in  mine. 

The  Sno-Tjj-drop,  who,  in  habit  white  and  plain. 
Comes  on,  the  herald  of  fair  Flora's  train  ; 
The  coxcomb  Crocus,  flovv'r  of  fimple  note. 
Who  by  her  fide  ftruts  in  a  heraWs  coat ; 
The  Tulip,  idly  glaring  to  the  view. 
Who,  tho'  no  clown,  his  birth  from  Holland  drew. 
Who,  once  full  Hrefs'd,  fears  from  his  place  to  ftir. 
The  fop  of  flow'rs,  the  More  of  a  parterre  ; 
The  Wood- bine,  who  her  Elm  in  marriage  meets. 

And  brings  her  dowry  in  furrounding  fweets  ; 

The 
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The  Lilyy  filver  miftrefs  of  the  vale ; 
The  Ro/e  of  Sharon  which  perfumes  the  gale  ; 
The  "J ejjamine ,  with  which  the  Queen  of  Flow'rs 
To  charm  her  God  adorns  his  fav'rite  bow'rs. 
Which  brides,  by  the  plain  hand  of  Neatnefs  dreft, 
Unenvied  rival,  wear  upon  their  breaft. 
Sweet  as  the  incenfe  of  the  morn,  and  chafte 
As  the  pure  zone  which  circles  Dian's  waift  ; 
All  flow'^rs,  of  various  names,  and  various  forms. 
Which  the  fun  into  ftrength  and  beauty  warms. 
From  the  dwarf  Daijy,  which,  like  infants,  clings. 
And  fears  to  leave  the  earth  from  whence  it  fprings. 
To  the  proud  giant  of  the  garden  race. 
Who,  madly  rufhing  to  the  fun's  embrace. 
O'er  tops  her  fellows  with  afpiring  aim. 
Demands  his  wedded  love,  and  bears  his  name ; 
All,  one  and  all,  fhall  in  this  chorus  join. 
And,  dumb  to  others'  praife,  be  loud  in  mine. 

Rejoice,  ye  happy  Gothamites,  rejoice  ; 
Light  up  your  voice  on  high,  a  mighty  voice. 
The  voice  of  gladnefs,  and  on  ev'ry  tongue. 
In  {trains  of  gratitude,  be  praifes  hung. 
The  praifes  of  fo  great  and  good  a  King  ; 
Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  fhall  not  Gotham  Ung  ? 

Forming  a  gloom,  thro'  which  to  fpleen-ftruck  minds 
Religion,  horror-ftamp'd,  a  paffage  finds. 
The  I'vy  crawling  o'er  the  hallow'd  cell. 
Where  fome  old  hermit's  wont  his  beads  to  tell 
By  day,  by  night ;  the  Myrtle  ever-green. 
Beneath  whofe  (hade  Love  holds  his  rites  unfeen  ; 

The 
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The  Willcnv  weeping  o'er  the  fatal  wave 

Where  many  a  lover  finds  a  wat'ry  grave  ; 

The  Cyprefs  facred  held,  when  lovers  mourn 

Their  true  love  fnatch'd  away  ;  the  Laurel  worn 

By  Poets  in  old  time,  but  defUn'd  now 

In  grief  to  wither  on  a  Whitehead's  brow  ; 

The  Figy  which,  large  as  what  in  India  grows, 

Itfelf  a  grove,  gave  our  firll  parents  cloaths  ; 

The  Vine,  which,  like  a  blulhing  new-made  bride, 

Clufl'ring,  empurples  all  the  mountain's  fide  ; 

The  Te^t  which,  in  the  place  of  fculptur'd  ftone, 

Marks  out  the  relHng-place  of  men  unknown ; 

The  hedge-row  Elm,  the  Pine  of  mountain  race. 

The  Fir,  the  Scotch  Fir,  never  out  of  place ; 

The  Cedar,  whofe  top  mates  the  highell  cloud, 

Whilft  his  old  father  Lebanon  grows  proud 

Of  fuch  a  child,  and  his  vaft  body  laid 

Out  many  a  mile,  enjoys  the  filial  Ihade; 

The  Oak,  when  living,  monarch  of  the  wood  ; 

The  Englifli  Oak,  which,  dead,  commands  the  flood ; 

All,  one  and  all,  IhaU  in  this  chorus  join. 

And,  dumb  to  others'  praife,  be  loud  in  mine. 

Rejoice,  ye  happy  Gothamites,  rejoice  ; 
Lift  up  your  voice  on  high,  a  mighty  voice. 
The  voice  of  gladnefs,  and  on  ev'ry  tongue. 
In  ftrains  of  gratitude,  be  praifes  hung. 
The  praifes  of  fo  great  and  good  a  King ; 
Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  ftiall  not  Gotham  fing  ? 

The5/&o^u'rj  which  make  the  young  hills,  like  young 
Bound  and  rebound;  the  old  hills,  like  old  rams,  [lambs. 

Unwieldy, 
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Unwieldy,  jump  for  joy;  the  Streams  which  glide,. 
Whilft  Plenty  marches  fmiling  by  their  fide. 
And  from  their  bofom  rifing  Commerce  fprings ; 
The  Winds  which  rife  with  healing  on  their  wings. 
Before  whofe  cleanfing  breath  contagion  flies  ; 
The  Sun,  who,  travelling  in  eaftem  ikies, 
Frefh,  fiill  of  ftrength,  juft  rifen  from  his  bed, 
Tho'  in  Jove's  paftures  they  were  born  and  bred, 
Wkh  voice  and  whip,  can  fcarce  make  his  fteeds  ftir,, 
Step  by  ftep,  up  the  perpendicular ; 
Who,  at  the  hour  of  eve,  panting  for  reft. 
Rolls  on  amain,  and  gallops  down  the  weft. 
As  faft  as  Jehu,  oil'd  for  Ahab's  fin. 
Drove  for  a  crown,  or  pofi-boys  for  an  inn  ; 
The  Maon,  who  holds  o'er  night  her  filver  reign,. 
Regent  of  tides,  and  miftrefs  of  the  brain. 
Who  to  her  fons,  thcfe  fons  who  own  her  pow'r. 
And  do  her  homage  at  the  midnight  hour. 
Gives  madnefs  as  a  bleffing,  but  difpenfes 
Wifdom  to  fools,  and  damns  them  with  their  fenfes  ;; 
The  Stars,  who,  by  I  know  not  what  ftrange  right,, 
Prefide  o'er  mortals  in  their  own  defpite. 
Who  without  reafon  govern  thofe,  who  moft 
(How  truly,  judge  from  thence  !)  of  reafon  boaft,. 
And,  by  fome  mighty  magic  yet  unknown. 
Our  aftions  guide,  yet  cannot  guide  their  own  ; 
All,  one  and  all,  fhall  in  this  chorus  join. 
And,  dumb  to  others'  praife,  be  loud  in  minct 

Rejoice,  ye  happy  Gothamites,  rejoice  ; 
Lift  up  your  voice  on  high,  a  mighty  voice. 

The- 
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The  voice  of  gladnefs,  and  on  ev'rj-  tongue. 
In  ftrains  of  gratitude,  be  praiies  hung. 
The  praifes  of  fo  great  and  good  a  King ; 
Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  fhall  not  Gotham  fing? 

The  Moment,  Minute,  Hour,  Day,  IJ'eek,  Month,  I'ear, 
Morning  and  Eve,  as  they  in  turn  appear  ; 
Moments  and  Minutes  which,  without  a  crime. 
Can't  be  omitted  in  accounts  of  time. 
Or,  if  omitted,   (proof  we  might  afford) 
Worthy  by  Parliaments  to  be  reflor'd.  ; 
The  Hours,  which  dreft  by  turns  in  black  and  white,. 
Ordain'd  as  handmaids,  wait  on  Day  and  Night ; 
The  Day,  thofe  hours  I  mean  when  light  prefides. 
And  Bulinefs  in  a  cart  with  Prudence  rides  ; 
The  Night,  thofe  hours  I  mean  with  darknefs  hung,. 
When  Senfe  fpeaks  free,  and  Folly  holds  her  tongue  j. 
The  Morn,  when  Nature,  roufing  from  her  ftrife 
With  death-like  Sleep,  awakes  to  fecond  life  j 
The  Eve,  when,  as  unequal  to  the  talk. 
She  mercy  from  her  foe  defcends  to  alk ; 
The  Week,  in  which  fix  days  are  kindly  given 
To  think  of  earth,  and  one  to  think  of  heaven  ; 
The  Months,  twelve  fillers  all  of  diiFerent  hue, 
Tho'  there  appears  in  all  a  likenefs  too  ; 
Not  fuch  a  likenefs,  as,  thro'  Hayman's  works. 
Dull  mannerift,  in  ChrilHans,  Jews,  and  Turks, 
Cloys  with  a  famenefs  in  each  female  face. 
But  a  ftrange  fomething,  born  of  Art  and  Grace, 
Which  fpeaks  them  all,  to  vary  and  adorn. 
At  diff 'rent  times  of  the  fame  parents  bom  ; 

An, 
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All,  one  and  all,  (hall  in  this  chorus  join. 
And,  dumb  to  others'  praife,  be  loud  in  mine. 

Rejoice,  ye  happy  Gothamites,  rejoice  ; 
Lift  up  your  voice  on  high,  a  mighty  voice. 
The  voice  of  gladnefs,  and  on  ev'ry  tongue. 
In  ftrains  of  gratitude,  be  praifes  hung. 
The  praifes  of  fo  great  and  good  a  King  ; 
Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  fhall  not  Gotham  {mg  ? 

Frore  January,  leader  of  the  Year, 
Minc''d-pies  in  van,  and  cal=ves-heads  in  the  rear  ; 
Dull  February,  in  whofe  leaden  reign 
My  mother  bore  a  bard  without  a  brain  ; 
March  various,  fierce,  and  wild,  with  wind-crack'd 

cheeks. 
By  wilder  Welch-men  led,  and  crown'd  with  leeks ! 
April  with  fools,  and  May  with  baftards  bleft  j 
June  with  white  rofes  on  her  rebel  breaft  j 
J  uly,  to  whom,  the  Dog-ftar  in  her  train. 
Saint  James  gives  oyfters,  and  Saint  Swithin  rain; 
Augull,  who,  banifh'd  from  her  Smithjleld  ftand. 
To  Chelfea  flies,  with  Dogget  in  her  hand  *  ; 
September,  when  by  cuftom  (right  divine) 
Geefa  are  ordain'd  to  bleed  at  Michael's  Ihrine, 
Whilft  the  Prieft,  not  fo  full  of  grace  as  wit. 
Falls  to,  unblefs'd,  nor  gives  tlie  Saint  a  bit ; 
October,  who  the  caufe  of  Freedom  join'd. 
And  gave  a  Jecojid  George  to  blefs  mankind  ; 

*  Dogget  the  celebrated  Comedian's  Badge,    rowed  for  ©n 
Jhe  firft  of  Auguft. 

November, 
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November,  who  at  once  to  grace  our  earth. 
Saint  Andrew  boafts,  and  cur  Augufta's  *  birth  ; 
December,  laft  of  months,  but  belt,  who  gave 
A  Chrlft  to  man,  a  Saviour  to  the  Have, 
Whilft,  falfeiy  grateful,  Man,  at  the  full  feaft. 
To  lio  God  honour,  makes  himfelf  a  bead  ; 
All,  one  and  all,  ihall  in  this  chorus  join. 
And,  dumb  to  others'  praife,  be  loud  in  mine. 

Rejoice,  ye  happy  Gothaniites,  rejoice  ; 
Lift  up  your  voice  on  high,  a  mighty  voice. 
The,  voice  of  gladnefs,  and  on  ev'ry  tongue. 
In  ftrains  of  gratitude,  be  praifec  hung. 
The  praifes  of  fo  great  and  good  a  King ; 
Shall  Ghorchiil  reign,  and  fhall  not  Gotham  fmg  ? 

The  Seajons  as  they  roll ;  Spring,  by  her  fjde 
LeicPrj  and  Lent,  Lay-Folly,  and  Churcb-Pride, 
By  a  rank  monk  to  copulation  led, 
A  tub  oi  fainted Jalt-fijh  on  her  head; 
Summer,  in  light,  tranfparent  gawze  array'd. 
Like  Maids  of  Honour  at  a  mafqueradc. 
In  bawdry  gawze,  for  which  our  daughters  leave 
The  Fig,  more  modeft,  hrli  brought  up  by  Eve, 
Panting  for  breath,  enfiam'd  vvith  luftful  fires. 
Yet  wanting  Ib-ength  to  perfect  her  defires. 
Leaning  on  Sloth,  who,  fainting  with  the  heat. 
Stops  at  each  itep,  and  fiuir.bers  on  his  feet ; 
Autumn,  when  Nature,  who  v.ith  fcrrow  feels 

er  dread  i^t  Winter  treading  on  her  heels. 
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Makes  up  in  value  what  fhe  wants  in  length. 
Exerts  her  pow'rs,  and  puts  forth  all  her  ftrength. 
Bids  corn  and  fruits  in  full  perfeftion  rife. 
Corn  fairly  tax'd,  and  fruits  without  Excife  ; 
Winter,  benumb'd  with  cold,  no  longer  known 
By  robes  of  fur,  fince  furs  became  our  mvn  ; 
A  hag,  who,  loathing  all,  by  all  is  loath'd. 
With  weekly,  daily,  hourly  libels  cloath'd. 
Vile  Faftion  at  her  heels,  who  mighty  grown. 
Would  rule  the  Ruler,  2Xidiforec!o/e  the  throne. 
Would  turn  all  State-afFairs  into  a  trade. 
Make  laws  one  day,  the  next  to  be  unmade. 
Beggar  at  home  a  people  fear'd  abroad. 
And,  force  defeated,  make  them  flaves  by  fraud  ; 
All,  one  and  all,  Ihall  in  this  chorus  join. 
And,  dumb  to  others'  praife,  be  loud  in  mine. 

Rejoice,  ye  happy  Gothaniites,  rejoice  ; 
Lift  up  your  voice  on  high,  a  mighty  voice. 
The  voice  of  gladnefs,  and  on  c\'ry  tongue. 
In  ftrains  of  gratitude,  be  praifes  hung. 
The  praifes  of  fo  great  and  good  a  King  ; 
Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  fhall  not  Gotham  fmg  ? 

The  Tear,  grand  circle,  in  whofe  ample  round 
The  feafons  regular  and  fix'd  are  bound, 
(Who,  in  his  courfe  repeated  o'er  and  o'er, 
JSees  the  fame  things  which  he  had  fcen  before  ; 
The  fame  Jiars  keep  their  watch,  and  the  fame  fun 
Runs  in  the  track  where  he  from  firil  hath  run  ; 
The  fame  moon  rules  the  night ;  tides  ebb  and  flow  ; 
Man  is  a  puppet,  and  this  world  a  fliow  ; 

Their] 
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Their  old  dull  follies  old  dull  fools  purfue. 
And  vice  in  nothing  but  in  mode  is  new  ; 
He  — — —  a  Lord  (now  fair  befall  that  pride,  • 
He  Uij^d  a  vil'tainj  but  a  Lord  he  died  ) 
Dafhwood  is  pious,  Berkeleyjf^-V  as  fate  *, 
Sandwich  (thank  Heav'n  I)  firft  Minifter  of  State; 
And,  tho'  by  fools  defpis'd,  by  faints  unblefs'd, 
'&Yf'itnds  negledled,  and  hy  foes  opprefs'd. 
Scorning  the  ferx'ile  arts  of  each  court  elf. 
Founded  on  Honour,  Wilkes  is  ftill  hr'mfelf) 
The  T'ear,  encircled  with  the  various  train 
Which  waits,  and  fills  the  glories  of  liis  reign. 
Shall,  taking  up  this  theme,  in  chorns  join. 
And,  dumb  to  others'  praife,  be  loud  in  mine. 

Rejoice,  ye  happy  Gothamites,  rejoice ; 
Lift  up  your  voice  on  high,  a  mighty  voice. 
The  voice  of  gladnefs,  and  on  ev'ry  tongue. 
In  ftrains  of  gratitude,  be  praifes  hung. 
The  praifes  of  fo  great  and  good  a  King ; 
Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  Diall  not  Gotham  fing  ? 

Thus  far  in  fport — nor  let  our  critics  hence. 
Who  fell  out  monthly  trafn,  and  call  it  Senfe, 
Too  lighdy  of  our  prefent  labours  deem. 
Or  judge  at  random  of  fo  high  a  theme ; 
High  is  our  theme,  and  worthy  are  the  men 
To  feel  the  Iharpeft  ftroke  of  Satire's  pen ; 

*  A  phraft:  ufcd  by  Lord  Bottetoart,  then  Norborn;  BerkeUy, 
fe  an  addreft  to  hit  eIe£lors. 
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But  when  kind  time  a  proper  feafon  brings. 
In  ferious  mood  to  treat  of  fenous  ihmgs. 
Then  Jhall  they  find,  difdaining  idle  play, 
1  hat  I  can  be  as  grave  and  dull  as  they. 

Thus  far  in  fport-nor  let  half  patriots,  thofe 
Who  ihrink  from  ev'ry  blaft  of  pow'r  which  blows  ; 
Who  with  tame  cowardice  familiar  grown,       _ 
Would  hear  my  thoughts,  but  fear  to  fpeak  their  own ;f 
Who,  (left  bold  truths,  to  do  fage  Prudence  fpite. 
Should  burft  the  portals  of  their  lips  by  night. 
Tremble  to  truft  themfelves  one  hour  m  fleep) 
Condemn  our  courfe,  and  hold  our  cauuon  cheap. 
When  brave  occafion  bids,  for  fome  great  end 
When  Honour  calls  the  Poet  as  a  friend. 
Then  Ihall  they  find,  that,  e'en  on  danger's  bnnk. 
He  dares  to  fpeak,  what  they  fcarce  dare  to  thmk. 


END    OF    THE    FIRST    BOOK. 
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HO  W  much  millaken  are  the  men,  who  think 
That  all  who  will,  without  reftraint,  may  drink. 
May  largely  drink,  e'en  till  their  bowels  burft. 
Pleading  no  right  but  merely  that  of  thirft. 
At  the  pure  waters  of  the  living  well, 
Befide  whofe  ftreams  the  Mufes  love  to  dwell ! 
Verfe  is  with  them  a  knack,  an  idle  toy, 
A  rattle  gilded  o'er,  on  which  a  boy 
May  play  untaught,  whilll,  without  art  or  force. 
Make  it  but  jingle,  Mufic  comes  of  courfe. 

Little  do  fuch  men  know  the  toil,  the  pains. 
The  daily,  nightly  racking  of  the  brains. 
To  range  the  thoughts,  the  matter  to  digeft. 
To  cull  fit  phrafes,  and  rejeft  the  reft ; 
To  know  the  times  when  Humour  on  the  cheek 
Of  Mirth  may  hold  her  fports  ;  when  Wit  fliould  fpeakj 
And  when  be  filent ;  when  to  ufe  the  pow'rs 
Of  ornament,  and  how  to  place  the  flow'rs. 
So  that  they  neither  give  a  tawdry  glare. 
Nor  wafte  their  fweetnefs  in  the  defart  air ; 
To  form  (which  few  can  do,  and  fcarcely  one. 
One  Critic  in  an  age  can  find,  when  done) 
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To  form  a  plan,  to  ftrike  a  grand  outline. 
To  fill  it  up,  and  make  the  piflure  fhine  , 
A  full,  and  perfedl  piece  ;  to  make  coy  Rime 
Renounce  her  follies,  and  with  Senfe  keep  time  ; 
To  make  proud  Senfe  againfl  her  nature  bend, 
.  And  wear  the  chains  of  Rime,  yet  call  her  friend. 

Some  fops  there  are,  among  the  fcribbling  tribe. 
Who  make  it  all  their  buiinefs  to  defcrihey 
No  matter  whetlier  in,  or  out  of  place  ; 
Studious  of  finery,  and  fond  of  lace. 
Alike  they  trim,  as  coxcomb  Fancy  brings. 
The  rags  of  beggars,  and  the  robes  of  kings. 
Let  dull  Propriety  in  Itate  prefide 
O'er  her  dull  children.  Nature  is  their  guide. 
Wild  Nature,  who  at  random  breaks  the  fence 
Of  thofe  tame  drudges,  yai^a;^:^/,  Tafte,  and^^/^. 
Nor  would  forgive  herfelf  the  mighty  crime 
Of  keeping  terms  with  Per/on,  Place,  and  ^ime. 

Let  liquid  gold  emblaze  the  fun  at  noon. 
With  borro'jo'd  beams  let  filver  pale  the  moon. 
Let  furges  hoarfe  lafh  the  refounding  fhore. 
Let  ftreams  jneander,  and  let  torrents  roar. 
Let  them  breed  up  the  melancholy  breeze 
To  Jlgh  'withjighing,  fob  'with  fobbing  trees. 
Let  vales  embroidery  wear,  let  flow'rs  be  tinged 
With  various  tints,  let  clouds  be  lac^d  est  fringed. 
They  have  their  wifli ;  like  idle  monarch  boys, 
Neglcfting  things  of  weight,  they  figh  for  toys  ; 
Give  them  the  crown,  the  fceptre,  and  the  robe. 
Who  will  may  take  the  pow'r,  and  rule  the  globe. 

Others 
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Others  there  are,  who,  in  one  folemn  pace. 
With  as  much  zeal  as  Quakers  rail  at  lace. 
Railing  at  needful  ornament,  depend 
On  Senfe  to  bring  them  to  their  journey's  end. 
They  would  not  (Heav'n  forbid  !)  their  courfe  delay. 
Nor  for  a  moment  ftep  cut  of  their  way. 
To  make  the  barren  road  thofe  graces  wear. 
Which  Nature  would,  if  pleas'd,  have  planted  there. 

Vain  men  !  who  blindly  thwarting  Nature's  plan. 
Ne'er  find  a  paffage  to  the  heart  of  Man  ; 
Who,  bred  'mongft  fogs  in  Academic  land. 
Scorn  ev'ry  thing  they  do  not  under  Hand ; 
Who,  deftitute  of  humour,  wit,  and  tafte. 
Let  all  their  little  knowledge  run  to  wafte. 
And  fruftrate  each  good  purpofe,  whilft  they  wear 
The  robes  of  Learning  with  a  floven's  air. 
Tho'  folid  reas'ning  arms  each  fterling  line, 
Tho'  Truth  declares  aloud,  "  This  work  is  mine,'* 
Vice,  whUft  from  page  to  page  dull  morals  creep. 
Throws  by  the  book,  and  Virtue  falls  afleep. 

Senfe,  merey  dull,  formal  Senfe,  in  this  gay  towa 
Muft  have  fome  vehicle  to  pafs  her  down. 
Nor  can  fiie  for  an  hour  enfure  her  reign, 
Unlefs  fhe  brings  fair  Pleafure  in  her  train. 
Let  her,  from  day  to  day,  from  year  to  year. 
In  all  her  grave  folemnities  appear. 
And,  with  the  voice  of  trumpets,  thro'  the  flreets 
Deal  lectures  out  to  ev'ry  one  Ihe  meets. 
Half  who  pafs  by  are  deaf,  and  t'  other  half 
Can  hear  indeed,  but  only  hear  to  laugh. 

C  4  Quit 
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Quit  then,  ye  graver  fons  of  letter'd  Pride,  • 
Taking  for  once  Experience  as  a  guide. 
Quit  this  grand  error,  this  dull  College  mode  ; 
Be  your  purfuits  the  fame,  but  change  the  road;; 
Write,  or  at  leaft  appear  to  write  with  eafe. 
And,  if  you  jnean  to  profit,  learn  to  pleafe. 

In  vain  ibr  fuch  millakes  they  pardon  claim, 
Becaufe  they  wield  the  pen  in  Virtue's  name. 
Thrice  facred  is  that  name,  thrice  blefs'd  the  man 
Who  thinks,  fpeaks,  writes,  and  lives  on  fuch  apian! 
This,  in  himfelf,  himfelf  of  courfe  muft  blefs. 
But  cannot  with  the  world  promote  fuccefs. 
He  may  be  ftrong,  but,  with  efledt  to  fpeak. 
Should  recollet^t  his  readers  may  be  weak; 
Plain,  rigid  truths,  which  faints  with  comfort  bear. 
Will  make  the  finner  tremble,  and  defpair. 
True  Virtue  adls  from  love,  and  the  great  end 
At  which  fhe  nobly  aims,  is  to  amend  ; 
How  then  do  tbofe  miftake,  who  arm  her  laws 
With  rigour  not  their .  own,  and  hurt  the  caufe 
They  mean  to  help,  whilft  with  a  zealot  rage 
They  make  that  Goddefs,  whom  they'd  have  engage 
Our  deareil  love,  in  hjjdeous  terror  rife  ! 
Such  may.be  honeft,  but  they  can't  be  wife. 

In  her  own  full,  and  perfeft  blaze  of  light. 
Virtue  breaks  forth  too  ftrong  for  human  fight : 
The  dazzled  eye,  that  nice  but  weaker  fenfe, 
.Shuts  herfelf  up  in  darknefs  for  defence. 
But,  to  make  ftrong  conviction  deeper  fmk. 
To  make  the  callous  ltd,  the  thoughtlefs  think. 

Like. 
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cLike  God  made  man,  fhe  lays  her  glory  by. 

And  beams  mild  comfort  on  the  ravifh'd  eye. 

In  earneft  moft,  when  moft  flie  feems  in  jeft. 

She  worms  into,  and  winds  around  the  breaft  ; 

To  conquer  Vice,  of  Vice  appears  the  friend. 

And  feems  unlike  iierfelf  to  gain  her  end. 

The  fons^of  Sin,  to  while  away  the  time 

Which  lingers  on  their  hands,  of  each  black  crime 

To  hufh  the  painful  memory,  and  keep 

The  tyrant  Confcience  in  delufive  fleep. 

Read, on  at  random,  nor  fufpedl  the  dart. 

Until  they  find  it  rooted  in  their  heart. 

'Gainft  vice  they  give  their  vote,  nor  know  at  firft 

That,  carfmg  that,  themfelves  too  they  have  curs'd  ; 

They  fee  not,  'till  they. fall  into  the  fnares, 

Deludsd  into  virtue  unawares. 

Thus  the  fhrewd  dodor,  in  the  fpleen-llruck  mind 

When  pregnant  horror  fits,  and  broods  o'er  wind, 

Difcarding  drugs,  and  llriving  how  to  pleafe. 

Lures  on  infenfibly,  by  flow  degrees. 

The  patient  to  thofe  manly  fports,  which  bind 

The  flacken'd  fmews,  and  relieve  the  mind ; 

The  patient  feels  a  change  as  wrought  by  Health, 

And  wonders  on  demand  to  find  it  health. 

Some  few,  whom  Fate  ordain'd  to  deal  in  rimes 
In  other  lands,  and  tere,  in  other  times. 
Whom,  waiting  at  their  birth,  the  midlife  Mufe 
Sprinkled  all  over  with  Caftahan  dews. 
To  whom  true  Genius  gave  his  magic  pen,  * 

Whom  Art  by  juft  degrees  led  up  to  men ; 

Some 
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Some  few,  extremes  well  fhunn'd,  have fteer'dbetweea 
Thefe  dang'rous  rocks,  and  held  the  golden  mean  : 
Senfe  in  their  works  maintains  her  proper  ftate. 
But  never  fleeps,  or  labours  with  her  weight ; 
Grace  makes  the  whole  look  elegant  and  gay. 
But  never  dares  from  Senfe  to  rup  aftray  : 
So  nice  the  mafter's  touch,  fo  great  his  care. 
The  colours  boldly  glow,  not  idly  glare  ; 
Mutually  giving  and  receiving  aid. 
They  fet  each  other  off,  like  light  and  fhade. 
And,  as  by  Health,  with  fo  much  foftnefs  blend> 
'Tis  hard  to  fay,  where  they  begin  or  end : 
Both  give  us  charms,  and  neither  gives  offence ; 
Senfe  perfects  Grace,  and  Grace  enlivens  Senfe. 

Peace  to  the  men  who  thefe  high  honours  claim. 
Health  to  their  fouls,  and  to  their  mem'ries  fame  : 
Be  it  my  tafk,  and  no  mean  tafk,  to  teach 
A  rev'rence  for  that  worth  f  cannot  reach : 
Let  me  at  diftance,  with  a  fceady  eye, 
Obferve,  and  mark  their  paffage  to  the  Iky; 
From  envy  free,  applaud  fuch  rifmg  worth. 
And  praife  their  heav'n,  tho'  pinion'd  down  to  earth-> 

Had  I  the  pow'r,  I  could  not  have  the  time, 
W\M  fpirits  flow,  and  Life  is  in  her  prime. 
Without  a  fin  'gainll  Pleafure,  to  defign 
A  plan,  to  methodize  each  thought,  each  line 
Highly  to  finifli,  and  make  ev'ry  grace. 
In  itfelf  charming,  take  new  charms  from  place. 
Nothing  of  books,  and  little  known  of  men. 
When  the  mad  fit  comes  on,  I  feize  the  pen. 

Rough 
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Rough  as  they  run,  the  rapid  thoughts  fet  down. 

Rough  as  they  run,  difcharge  them  on  the  Town  : 

Hence  rude,  unfinifh'd  brats,  before  their  time. 

Are  born  into  this  idle  world  of  Rime, 

And  the  ^oor  Jlattern  Mufe  is  brought  to  bed 

With  all  her  imperfedions  on  her  head. 

Some,  as  no  life  appears,  no  pulfes  play 

Through  the  dull  dubious  mafs,  no  breath  makes  way. 

Doubt,  greatly  doubt,  'till  for  a  glafs  they  call. 

Whether  the  child  can  be  baptiz'd  at  all : 

Others,  on  other  grounds,  objedlions  frame. 

And,  granting  that  the  child  may  have  a  name. 

Doubt,  as  the  fex  might  well  a  midwife  pofe. 

Whether  they  fhould  baptize  it,  Verfe  cr  Profe. 

E'en  what  my  mailers  pleafe;  Bards,  mild,  meek  men. 
In  love  to  critics  Humble  now  and  then. 
Something  I  do  myfelf,  and  fomething  too. 
If  they  can  do  it,  leave  for  them  to  do. 
In  the  fmall  compafs  of  my  carelels  page 
Critics  may  find  employment  for  an  age  ; 
Without  my  blunders  they  were  all  undone ; 
I  twenty  feed,  where  Mafon  can  feed  one. 

When  Satire  ftoops,  unmindful  of  her  Hate, 
To  praife  the  man  I  love,  curfe  him  I  hate  ; 
When  Senfe,  in  tides  of  paffion  borne  along, 

•  Sinking  to  profe,  degrades  the  name  of  fong  ; 
The  Cenfor  fmiles,  and,  whilft  my  credit  bleeds. 
With  as  high  relift  on  the  carrion  feeds 

-As  the  proiid  Earl  fed  at  a  turtle  feall. 

Who,  tum'd  by  gluttony  to  worfe  than  beafl. 

Eat, 
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Eat,  'till  his  bowels  gufh'd  upon  the  floor,    . 
Yet  flill  eat  on,  and  dying  call'd  for  more. 

When  loo/e  Digreflion,  like  a  colt  unbrokc. 
Spurning  Connexion,  and  her  formal  yoke. 
Bounds  thro'  the  foreft,  wanders  far  ailray 
From  the  known  path,  and  loves  to  lofe  her  way, 
'Tis  a  full  feaft  to  all  the  mongrel  pack 
To  run  the  rambler  down,  and  bring  her  back. 

When  gaj  Defcription,  Fancy's  fairy  child. 
Wild  without  art,  and  yet  with  pleafure  wild. 
Waking  with  Nature  at  the  morning  hour 
To  the  lark's  call,  walks  o'er  the  op'ning  flow'r 
Which  largely  drank  all  night  of  heaven's  frefli  dew. 
And  like  a  mountain  nymph  of  Dian's  crew. 
So  lightly  walks,  fhe  not  one  mark  imprints. 
Nor  brulhes  off  the  dews,  nor  foils  the  tints  ; 
When  thus  Defcription  fports,  e'en  at  the  time 
That  drums  fhould  beat,  and  cannons  roar  in  rime. 
Critics  can  live  on  fuch  a  fault  as  that 
From  one  month  to  the  other,  and  grow  fat. 

Ye  mighty  Monthly  Judges,  in  a  dearth 
Of  letter'd  blockheads,  confcious  of  the  worth 
Of  my  materials,  which  againft  your  will 
Oft  you've  confefs'd,  and  ihall  confefs  it  ftill  ; 
Materials  rich  tho'  rude,  enflam'd  with  thought, 
Tho'  more  by  Fancy  than  by  Judgment  wrought  ; 
Take,  ufe  them  as  your  own,  a  work  begin, 
W^hich  fuits  your  genius  well,  and  weave  them  in, 
Fram'd  for  the  critic  loom,  with  critic  art, 
^Till  thread  on  thread  depending,  part  on  part. 

Colour 
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Colour  with  colour  mingling,  light  with  fliade. 
To  your  dull  talle  a  formal  work  is  made. 
And,  having  wrought  them  into  one  grand  piece. 
Swears  it  furpafles  Rome,  and  rivals  Greece. 

Nor  think  this  much,  for  at  one  fingle  word. 
Soon  as  the  mighty  critic  Fiat^s  heard. 
Science  attends  their  call ;  their  pow'r  is  own'd; 
Order  takes  place,  and  Genius  is  dethron'd  ! 
Letters  dance  into  books,  defiance  hurl'd 
At  means,  as  atoms  danc'd  into  a  world. 

Me  higher  bufmefi  calls,  a  greater  plan. 
Worthy  man's  whole  employ,  the  good  of  man. 
The  good  of  man  committed  to  my  charge  : 
If  idle  Fancy  rambles  forth  at  large, 
Carelefs  of  fuch  a  truft,  thefe  harmlefs  lays 
May  Friendfliip  envy,  and  may  Folly  praife  ; 
The  crown  of  Gotham  may  fome  Scot  affume. 
And  vagrant  Stuarts  reign  in  Churchill's  room. 

O  my  poor  people,  O  thou  wretched  earth. 
To  whofe  dear  love,  tho'  not  engag'd  by  birth. 
My  heart  is  fix'd,  my  fervice  deeply  fworn. 
How  (by  thy  father  can  that  thought  be  borne. 
For  monarchs,  would  they  all  but  think  like  me. 
Are  only  fathers  in  the  beft  degree) 
How  muft  thy  glories  fade,  in  ev'r)-  land 
Thy  name  be  laugh'd  to  fcom,  thy  mighty  hand 
Be  Ihorten'd,  and  thy  zeal,  by  foes  ccnfefs'd, 
Blefi'd  in  thyfelf,  to  make  thy  neighbours  blefs'd. 
Be  robb'd  of  vigour  !  how  muft  Freedom's  pile. 
The  boaft  of  ages,  which  adorns  the  iile. 

And 
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And  makes  it  great  and  glorious,  fear'd  abroad, - 
Happy  at  home,  fecure  from  force  and  fraud  ! 
How  muft  that  pile,  by  ancient  wifdom  rais'd 
On  a  firm  rock,  by  friends  admir'd  and  prais'd, 
Envy'd  by  foes,  and  wonder'd  at  by  all. 
In  one  fhort  moment  into  ruins  fall, 
Should  any  flip  of  Stuart's  tyrant  race. 
Or  baftard  or  legitimate,  difgrace 
Thy  royal  feat  of  empire  !  But  what  care. 
What  forrow  muft  be  mine,  what  deep  defpair 
And  felf- reproaches^  ftiould  that  hated  line 
Admittance  gain  thro'  any  fault  of  mine  1 
Curs'd  be  the  caufe  whence  Gotham's  evils  fpring, 
Tho'  that  curs'd  caufe  be  found  in  Gotham's  King. 

Let  War,  with  all  his  needy,  ruffian  band. 
In  pomp  of  horror  ftalk  thro'  Gotham's  land 
Knee-deep  in  blood  ;  let  all  her  ftately  tow'rs 
Sink  in  the  duft  ;  that  court  which  now  is  our's 
Become  a  den,  where  beafts  may,  if  they  can, 
A  lodging  find,  nor  fear  rebuke  from  man  ; 
Where  yellow  harvefts  rife,  be  brambles  found ; 
Where  vines  now  creep,  let  thirties  curfe  the  ground  j 
Dry  in  her  thoufand  vallies  be  the  rills  ; 
Barren  the  cattle  on  her  thoufand  hills ; 
Where  Pow'r  is  plac'd,  let  tygers  prowl  for  prey; 
Where  Juftice  lodges,  let  wild  affes  bray  ; 
Let  cormorants  in  churches  make  their  neft. 
And  on  the  fails  of  Commerce  bitterns  reft ; 
Be  all,  tho'  princes  in  the  earth  before. 
Her  merchants  bankrupts,  and  her  marts  no  more ; 

Much 


GOTHAM.  31 

Much  rather  woold  I,  might  the  will  of  Fate 
Give  me  to  chufe,  fee  Gotham's  rain'd  ftate 
By  ills  on  ills  thus  to  the  earth  wdgh'd  down. 
Than  live  to  fee  a  Stuart  wear  a  crown. 

Let  Heav'n  in  vengeance  ana  all  Nature's  hoSt, 
llicfe  fenraats  who  their  ^Maker  haxm,  who  boafl 
Obedience  as  their  glory,  and  fulfil, 
Unquefti<m'd,  their  great  Maker's  facred  will ; 
Let  raging  winds  root  up  the  boiling  deep. 
And,  with  deftruftion  big,  o'er  Gotham  fweep ; 
Let  rains  rufti  down,  'till  Faith  with  doubtful  eye 
Looks  for  the  fign  of  mercy  in  the  iky  ; 
Let  Peftilence  in  all  her  horrors  rife ; 
Where'er  I  turn,  let  Famine  blaft  my  eyes  ; 
Let  the  earth  yawn,  and,  ere  they've  time  to  think. 
In  the  deep  gulph  let  all  my  fubjedls  fink 
Before  my  eyes,  whilil  on  the  verge  I  reel ; 
Feeling,  but  as  a  monarch  ought  to  feel. 
Not  for  myfelf,  but  them,  I'll  ki{s  the  rod. 
And,  having  own'd  the  ju^ce  of  my  God, 
Myfe'f  with  firmnefs  to  the  ruin  give. 
And  die  with  thofe  for  whom  I  wilh'd  to  live. 

This  (but  may  Heaven's  more  merciful  decrees 
I, e'er  tempt  his  fervant  with  fuch  ills  as  thefe) 
TTus,  or  my  foul  deceives  me,  I  could  bear ; 
But  that  the  Stuart  race  my  Crown  fhould  wear. 
That  Crown,  where,  highly  cherifh'd.  Freedom  ihone 
Bright  as  the  glories  of  the  mid-day  fun  ; 
Bom  and  bred  Haves,  that  they,  with  proud  mif-rule, 
uld  make  brave,  frec-bom  men,  like  boys  at  fchool. 

To 
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To  the  whip  crouch  and  tremble— O,  that  thouo-ht ! 
The  lab'ring  brain  is  e'en  to  madnefs  brought 
By  the  dread  vifion  ;  at  the  mere  furmife 
The  thronging  fpirits,  as  in  tumult,  rife  ; 
My  heart,  as  for  a  paffage,  loudly  beats. 
And,  turn  me  where  I  will,  diftraiSlion  meets. 
O  my  brave  fellows,  great  in  arts  and  arms. 
The  wonder  of  the  earth,  whom  glory  warms 
To  high  atchievements,  can  your  fpirits  bend 
Thro'  bafe  controul  (ye  never  can  defcend 
So  low  by  choice)  to  v/ear  a  tyrant's  chain. 
Or  let  in  Freedom's  feat  a  Stuart  reign  ? 
If  Fame,  who  hath  for  ages  far  and  wide 
Spread  in  all  realms  the  cowardice,  the  pride. 
The  tyranny  and  falfhood  of  thofe  Lords, 
Contents  you  not,  fearch  England's  fair  records  ; 
England,  where  firft  the  breath  of  life  I  drew. 
Where  next  to  Gotham  my  beft  love  is  due  ; 
There  once  they  rul'd,  tho'  crulh'd  by  William's  hand. 
They  rul'd  no  more,  to  curfe  that  happy  land. 
The/r/?,  who,  from  his  native  foil  remov'd. 
Held  England's  fceptre,  a  tame  tyrant  prov'd  : 
Virtue  he  lack'd,    curs*d  with  thofe  thoughts  which 
In  fouls  of  vulgar  ftamp  to  be  a  King ;  [fpring 

Spirit  he  had  not,  though  he  laugh'd  at  laws. 
To  play  the  bold-fac'd  tyrant  with  applaufe  j 
On  praftices  moil  mean  he  rais'd  his  pride. 
And  craft  oft  gave,  what  wifdom  oft  denied. 
Ne'er  could  he  feel  how  truly  man  is  bleft 
In  blcffing  thofe  around  him ;  in  his  breaft. 

Crowded 
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Crowded  with  follies.  Honour  found  no  room ; 
Mark'd  for  a  coward  in  his  mother's  womb. 
He  was  too  proud  without  affronts  to  live. 
Too  timorous  to  punifh  or  forgive. 

To  gain  a  crown,  which  had  in  courfe  of  time. 
By  fair  defcent,  been  his  without  a  crime. 
He  bore  a  mother's  exile  ;  to  fecure 
A  greater  crown,  he  bafely  could  endure 
The  fpilling  of  her  blood  by  foreign  knife. 
Nor  dar'd  revenge  her  death  who  gave  him  life  ; 
Nay,  by  fond  fear  and  fond  ambition  led. 
Struck  hands  with  thofe  by  whom  her  blood  was  flied. 

Call'd  up  to  pow'r,  fcarce  warm  on  England's  throne. 
He  fill'd  her  Court  with  beggars  from  his  own; 
Turn  where  you  would,  the  eye  with  Scots  was  caught, 
Or  Englijh  knaves  who  would  be  Scotfmen  thought. 
To  vain  expence  unbounded  loofe  he  gave. 
The  dupe  of  minions,  and  of  flaves  the  flave ; 
On  falfe  pretences  mighty  fums  he  rais'd. 
And  damn'd  thofe  Senates  rich,  whom,  poor,  he  prais'd; 
From  empire  thrown,  and  doom'd  to  beg  her  bread. 
On  foreign  bounty  whilft  a  Daughter  *  fed. 
He  lavifti'd  fums,  for  her  receiv'd,  on  men 
Whofe  names  would  fix  di {honour  on  my  pen. 

Lies  were  his  play-things.  Parliaments  his  fport. 
Book-worms  and  Catamites  engrofs'd  the  Court : 
Vain  of  the  Scholar,  like  all  Scotfmen  fince. 
The  pedant  Scholar,  he  forgot  the  Prince, 

*  The  Queen  of  Bohemia,  grandmother  of  George  the  Flr'ft 
Vol.  LXVII.  D  And 
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And  having  with  fome  trifles  ftor'd  his  brain. 
Ne'er  learn'd,  or  wifh'd  to  learn  the  arts  to  reign. 
Enough  he  knew  to  make  him  vain  and  proud, 
Mock'd  by  the  wife,  the  wonder  of  the  croud  ; 
Falfe  Friend,  falle  Son,  falfe  Father,  and  falfe  King, 
Falfe  Wit,  falfe  Statefman,  and  falfe  ev'ry  thing. 
When  he  ihould  aft,  he  idly  chofe  to  prate. 
And  pamphlets  wrote,  when  he  fhould  fave  the  State, 

Religious,  if  Religion  holds  in  whim. 
To  talk  with  all,  he  let  all  talk  with  him. 
Not  on  God's  honour,  but  his  own  intent. 
Not  for  Religion's  fake  but  argument ; 
More  vain,  if  fome  fly,  artful,  High-Dutch  flave. 
Or,  from  the  Je/uit  fchool,  fome  precious  knave 
Conviftion  feign'd,  than  if,  to  peace  reftor'd 
By  his  full  foldierfhip,  worlds  hail'd  him  Lord. 

Pow'r  was  his  wifh,  unbounded  as  his  will. 
The  pow*r,  without  controul,  of  doing  ill. 

But  what  he  wifh'd,  what  he  made  Bijhops  preach. 
And  Slate/men  warrant,  hung  within  his  reach 
He  dar'd  not  feize  :  Fear  gave,  to  gall  his  pride. 
That  Freedom  to  the  realm  his  v.'ill  denied. 

Of  treaties  fond,  o'erweening  of  his  parts. 
In  ev'ry  treaty  of  his  own  mean  arts 
He  fell  the  dupe  :  Peace  was  his  coward  care. 
E'en  at  a  time  when  Juftice  call'd  for  war  : 
His  pen  he'd  draw,  to  prove  his  lack  of  wit. 
But  rather  than  unfheath  the  fword,  fubmit. 
Truth  fairly  mufc  record,  and,  pleas'd  to  live 
In  league  with  Mqrcy,  Julticc  xnay  forgive 

Kingdoms 
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Kingdoms  betray'd,  and  worlds  refign'd  to  Spain, 
But  never  can  forgive  a  Raleigh  flain. 

At  length  (with  white  let  Freedom  mark  that  year) 
Not  fear'd  by  thofe,  whom  moft  he  wifti'd  to  fear. 
Not  lov'd  by  thofe,  whom  moft  he  wiQi'd  to  love. 
He  went  to  anfwer  for  his  faults  above  ; 
To  anfwer  to  that  God,  from  whom  alone 
He  claim'd  to  hold,  and  to  abufe  the  throne  ; 
Leaving  behind,  a  curfe  to  all  his  line. 
The  bloody  legacy  of  Right  Divine. 

, With  many  virtues  which  a  radiance  fling 
Round  private  men  ;  with  few  which  grace  a  Kin?, 
And  fpeak  the  monarch  ;  at  the  time  of  life 
When  Paffion  holds  with  Reafon  doubtful  ftrife. 
Succeeded  Charles,  by  a  mean  fire  undone. 
Who  envied  virtue  even  in  a  fon. 

His  youth  was  froward,  turbulent,  and  wild  ; 
He  took  the  man  up,  €re  he  left  the  child  j 
His  foul  was  eager  for  imperial  fway. 
Ere  he  had  learn'd  the  leffon  to  obey. 
Surrounded  by  a  fawning,  flattering  throng. 
Judgment  each  day  grew  weak,  and  humour  flrong  : 
Wifdom  Vv'as  treated  as  a  noifome  weed. 
And  all  his  follies  let  to  run  to  feed. 

What  ills  from  fuch  beginnings  needs  mufl  fprlng  ! 
What  ills  to  fuch  a  land  from  fuch  a  King  ! 
What  could  ftie  hope  !  what  had  ftie  not  to  fear  I 
Bafe  Buckingham  poffefs'd  his  youthful  ear; 
ScraiFord  and  Laud,  when  mounted  on  the  throne, 
Engrofs'd  his  love,  and  made  him  all  their  owti  ; 

D  2  Strafford 
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Strafford  and  Laud,  who  boldly  dar'd  avow 
The  trait'rous  doftrines  taught  by  Tories  now  : 
Each  ftrove  t'  undo  him,  in  liis  turn  and  hour. 
The  firft  with  pleafure,  and  the  lafl  with  pow'r. 

'J  hinking  (vain  thought,  difgraceful  to  the  throne  1) 
That  all  mankind  were  made  for  Kings  alone. 
That  fubjedls  were  but  flaves,  and  what  was  whim 
Or  worfe  in  common  men,  was  law  in  him  ; 
Drunk  with  prerogatiiie,  which  Fate  decreed 
To  guard  good  Kings,  and  tyrants  to  miflead ; 
Which  in  a  fair  proportion,  to  deny 
Allegiance  dares  not ;  which  to  hold  too  high 
No  good  can  wi(h,  no  coward  King  can  dare. 
And  held  too  high,  no  Englijh  fubjed  bear  j 
Befieg'd  by  men  of  deep  and  fubtle  arts. 
Men  void  of  principle,  and  damn'd  with  parts. 
Who  faw  his  weaknefs,  made  their  King  their  tool. 
Then  moft  a  flave,  when  mofl  he  feem'd  to  rule  ; 
Taking  all  public  fleps  for  private  ends, 
Deceiv'd  by  favourites,  whom  he  called  friends. 
He  had  not  ftrength  enough  of  foul  to  find 
That  monarchs,  meant  as  bleffings  to  mankind. 
Sink  their  great  Hate,  and  ftamp  their  fame  undone. 
When  what  was  meant  for  all  they  give  to  one ; 
Lift'ning  uxorious,  whilft  a  woman's  prate 
Modell'd  the  Church,  and  parcell'd  out  the  State, 
Whilft  (in  the  State  not  more  than  women  read) 
High- churchmen  preach'd,  and  turn'd  his  pious  head  » 
Tutor'd  to  fee  with  minifterial  eyes  ; 
Forbid  to  hear  a  loyal  nation's  cries  j 
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Made  to  believe  (what  can't  a  fav'rite  do) 
He  heard  a  nation  hearing  one  or  two  ; 
Taught  by  State-Quacks  himfelf  fecure  to  think. 
And  out  of  danger  e'en  on  danger's  brink  ; 
Whilll  pow'r  was  daily  crumbling  from  his  hand, 
^^'hilfl:  murmurs  ran  thro'  an  infulted  land. 
As  if  to  fandion  tyrants  Heav'n  was  bound. 
He  proudly  fought  the  ruin  which  he  found. 

Twelve  years,  twelve  tedious  and  inglorious  years. 
Did  England,  crulh'd  by  pow'r  and  aw'd  by  fears, 
Whilft  proud  OppreiTion  ftruck  at  Freedom's  root. 
Lament  her  Senates  loft,  her  Hampden  mute. 
Illegal  taxes  and  oppreffive  loans. 
In  fpite  of  all  her  pride,  call'd  forth  her  groans ; 
Patience  was  heard  her  griefs  aloud  to  tell. 
And  Loyalty  was  tempted  to  rebel. 

Each  day  new  afts  of  outrage  fhook  the  State, 
New  Courts  were  rais'd  to  give  new  doftrines  weight  ; 
State-Inquifitions  kept  the  realm  in  awe. 
And  curs'd  Star-Chambers  made,  or  rul'd  the  law  ; 
Juries  were  pack'd,  and  Judges  were  unfound  ; 
Thro'  the  whole  kingdom  not  one  Pratt  was  found. 

From  the  firft  moments  of  his  giddy  youth 
He  hated  Senates,  for  they  told  him  truth. 
At  length  againfl;  his  will  compeU'd  to  treat, 
Thcfe  vvhom  he  could  not  fright,  he  ftrove  to  cheat. 
With  bafe  diiTsmbling  ev'ry  grievance  heard, 
Ard,  often  giving,  often  broke  his  word. 
O  where  Ihall  helplefs  Truth  for  refuge  fly. 
If  Kings,  who  ihould  protect  her,  dare  to  lie  ? 
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Thofe  who,  the  gen'ral  good  their  real  aim. 
Sought  in  their  Country's  good  their  Monarch's  fame; 
Thofe  who  were  anxious  for  his  fafety  ;  thofe 
Who  were  induc'd  by  duty  to  oppofe  ; 
Their  truth  fufpefted,  and  their  worth  unknown. 
He  held  as  foes,  and  traitors  to  his  throne  ; 
Nor  found  his  fatal  error  till  the  hour 
Of  faving  him  was  gone  and  paft  ;  till  pow'r 
Had  fhifted  hands,  to  blaft  his  haplefs  reign. 
Making  their  faith  and  his  repentance  vain. 

Hence  (be  that  curfe  confin'd  to  Gotham's  foes) 
War,  dread  to  mention.  Civil  War  arofe ; 
All  a£ls  of  outra,ge,  and  all  afts  of  Ihame, 
Stalk'd  forth  at  large,  difguis'd  with  Honour's  name  ; 
Rebellion,  railing  high  her  bloody  hand. 
Spread  univerfal  havock  thro'  the  land  ; 
With  zeal  for  party,  and  with  paflion  drunk. 
In  public  rage  all  private  love  was  funk  ; 
Friend  againft  friend,  brother  'gainft  brother  flood, 
Axid  the  fon's  weapon  drank  the  father's  blood  j 
Nature,  aghaft,  and  fearful  left  her  reign 
Should  laft  no  longer,  bled  in  ev'ry  vein. 

Unhappy  Stuart  !  harflily  tho'  that  name 
Grates  on  my  ear,  I  fnould  have  died  with  fhame. 
To  fee  my  King  before  his  fubjefts  ftand, 
And  at  their  bar  hold  up  his  royal  hand  ; 
At  their  commands  to  hear  the  monarch  plead. 
By  their  decrees  to  fee  that  monarch  bleed. 
What  tho'  thy  faults  were  many,  and  were  great. 
What  tho'  they  fliook  the  bafis  of  the  State, 
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In  royalty  fecure  thy  perfon  flood. 

And  facred  was  the  fountain  of  thy  blood. 

Vile  Minifters,  who  dar'd  abufe  their  truft. 

Who  dar'd  feduce  a  King  to  be  unjuft,  [ftrong. 

Vengeance,  with  Juflice  leagu'd,   with  pow'r  made 

Had  nobly  crulh'd  :  T}>e  King  could  do  no  --wrong. 

Yet  grieve  not,  Charles,  nor  thy  hard  fortunes  blame  j^ 
They  took  thy  life,  but  they  fecur'd  thy  fame. 
Their  greater  crimes  made  thine  like  fpecks  appear. 
From  which  the  fun  in  glory  is  not  clear. 
Had'ft  thou  in  peace  and  years  relign'd  thy  breath 
At  Nature's  call ;  had'ft  thou  laid  down  in  death 
As  in  a  ileep  ;  thy  name,  by  Juftice  borne 
On  the  four  winds,  had  been  in  pieces  torn. 
Pity,  the  virtue  of  a  gen'rous  foul. 
Sometimes  the  vice,  hath  made  thy  mem'ry  whole. . 
Misfortunes  gave  what  Virtue  could  not  give. 
And  bade,  the  Tyrant  flain,  the  Martyr  live. 

Ye  Princes  of  the  Earth,  ye  mighty  few. 
Who,  worlds  fubduing,  can't  yourfelves  fubdue  ; 
Who,  goodnefs  fcorn'd,  wifh  only  to  be  great, 
Whofe  breath  is  blafting,  and  whofe  voice  is  fate  ; 
Who  own  no  law,  no  reafon  but  your  will. 
And  fcorn  reftraint,  tho'  'tis  from  doing  ill  ; 
Who  of  all  pallions  groan  beneath  the  worft. 
Then  only  blefs'd  when  they  make  others  curtl ; 
Think  not  for  wrongs  like  thefe  unfcourg'd  to  live  ; 
Long  may  ye  fm,  and  long  may  Heav'n  forgive  : 
But,  when  ye  leaft  exped,  in  Sorrow's  day. 
Vengeance  ftiall  fall  more  heavy  for  delay  ; 
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Nor  think  that  vengeance  heap'd  on  you  alone 
Shall  (poor  amends)  for  injur'd  worlds  atone  : 


No  ;  like  fome  bafe  diftemper,  which  remains, 
Tranfmitted  from  the  tainted  father's  veins. 
In  the  fon's  blood,  fuch  broad  and  gen'ral  crimes 
Shall  call  down  vengeance  e'en  to  lateft  times, 
Call  vengeance  down  on  all  who  bear  your  name. 
And  make  their  portion  bitternefs  and  fhame. 

From  land  to  land  for  years  compell'd  to  roam, 
WhUfl  Ufjrpation  lorded  it  at  home. 
Of  Majefty  unmindful,  forc'd  to  fly. 
Not  daring,  like  a  King,  to  reign  or  die, 
Recall'd  to  repoflefs  his  lawful  throne 
More  at  his  people's  feektng  than  his  own, 
Another  Charles  fucceeded.     In  the  fchool 
Of  Travel  he  had  learn'd  to  play  the  fool. 
And,  like  pert  pupils  with  dull  tutors  fent 
To  fhame  their  Country  on  the  Continent, 
From  love  of  England  by  long  abfence  wean'd. 
From  ev'ry  Court  he  ev'ry  folly  glean'd. 
And  was,  fo  clofe  do  evil  hr.bits  cling, 
'Till  crown'd,  a  Beggar  ;  iindwhen  crcwn'd,  no  King. 

Thofc  grand  and  gen'ral  pow'rs  which  Heav'n  de- 
An  inilance  of  his  mercy  to  mankind,  [fign'd 

Were  loft,  in  florms  of  diffipation  hurl'd. 
Nor  would  he  give  one  hour  to  blefs  a  world  ; 
Lighter  than  levity  which  llrides  the  blafl. 
And  of  the  prefent  fond,  forgets  the. pall. 
He  chang'd  and  chang'd,-  but,  ev'ry  hope  to  curfe, 
(Jhang'd  only  from  one  folly  to  a  worfe  ; 
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State  he  refign'd  to  thofe  whom  ftate  could  pleafe, 
Carelefs  of  raajefty,  his  wilh  was  eafe  ; 
PleaAire,  and  pleafure  only  was  his  aim ; 
Kings  of  lefs  wit  might  hunt  the  bobble  fame; 
Dignity,  thro'  his  reign,  was  made  a  fport. 
Nor  dar'd  Decorum  fhew  her  face  at  Court ; 
Morality  was  held  a  Handing  jeft. 
And  Faith  a  neceflary  fraud  at  beft  ; 
Courtiers,  their  monarch  ever  in  their  view, 
Poflefs'd.  great  talents,  and  abus'd  them  too  : 
Whate'er  was  light,  impertinent,  and  vain, 
Whate'er  was  loofe,  indecent,  and  profane, 
(So  ripe  was  Folly,  Folly  to  acquit) 
Stood  all  abfolv'd  in  that  poor  bauble.  Wit. 

In  gratitude,  alas  !  but  little  read. 
He  let  his  father's  fervants  beg  their  bread. 
His  father's  faithful  fervants,  and  his  own. 
To  place  the  foes  of  both  around  his  throne. 

Bad  counfels  he  embrac'd  thro'  indolence. 
Thro'  love  of  eafe,  and  not  thro'  want  of  fenfe  ; 
He  faw  them  wrong,  but  rather  let  them  go 
As  right,  than  take  the  pains  to  make  them  fo. 

Women  rul'd  all,  and  Miniffeii  of  State 
Were  for  commands  at  toilettes  forc'd  to  wait  ; 
■Women,  who  have,  as  monarchs,  grac'd  the  land. 
But  never  govern'd  well  at  fecond-hand. 

To  make  all  otlier  errors  flight  appear. 
In  nie.Ti'ry  fix'd  ftand  Dunkirk  and  Tangier  ; 
In  mem'ry  fix'd  fo  deep,  that  time  in  vain 
Shall  ilrive  to  wipe  thofe  records  from  the  brain, 
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Amboyna  ftands— Gods,  that  a  King  fhould  hold 
In  fuch  high  eftimate  vile  paltry  gold. 
And  of  his  duty  be  fo  carelefs  found. 
That,  when  the  blood  of  fubjeds  from  the  ground 
For  vengeance  call'd,  he  fhould  rejeft  their  cry. 
And,  brib'd  from  honour,  lay  his  thunders  by. 
Give  Holland  peace,  vvhilft  Englifh  viftims  groan'd. 
And  butcher'd  fubjedls  wander'd  unaton'd  ! 
O,  dear,  deep  injury  to  England's  fame. 
To  them,  to  us,  to  all  !  to  him,  deep  Ihame  ! 
Of  all  the  paffions  which  from  frailty  fpring, 
Av'rice  is  that  which  leaft  becomes  a  King. 

To  crown  the  whole,  fcorning  the  public  good. 
Which  thro'  his  reign  he  little  underftood. 
Or  little  heeded,  with  too  narrow  aim 
He  reaflum'd  a  bigot  brother's  claim  j 
And,  having  made  time-ferving  Senates  bow. 
Suddenly  died,  that  brother  beft  knew  honx). 

No  matter  hoiu — he  flept  amongft  the  dead. 
And  James  his  brother  reigned  in  his  Head. 
But  fuch  a  reign — fo  glaring  an  OiTence 
In  ev'ry  ftep  'gainft  Freedom,  Law,  and  Senfe, 
'Gainft  all  the  fights  of  Nature's  gen'ral  plan, 
'Gainft  all  which  conlHtutes  an  Englifhman, 
That  the  relation  would  mere  fidion  feem. 
The  mock  creation  of  a  poet's  dream. 
And  the  poor  bard's  would,  in  this  fceptic  age. 
Appear  as  falfe  as  their  hiftorian's  page. 

Ambitious  Folly  feiz'd  the  feat  of  Wit, 
Chrillians  were  forc'd  by  bigots  to  fubmit ; 
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Pride  without  fenfe,  without  religion  zeal. 
Made  daring  inroads  on  the  conunon-weal ; 
Stern  Perfecution  rais'd  her  iron  rod. 
And  call'd  the  pride  of  Kings,  the  power  of  God ; 
Confcience  and  Fame  were  facrific'd  to  Rome, 
And  England  wept  at  Freedom's  facred  tomb. 
Her  laws  defpis'd,  her  conftitution  wrench'd 
From  its  due  nat'ral  frame,  her  rights  retrench'd 
Beyond  a  coward's  fuff'rance,  confcience  forc'd. 
And  healing  jultice  from  the  Crown  divorc'd. 
Each  moment  pregnant  with  vile  afts  of  pow'r. 
Her  patriot  Bifhops  fentenc'd  to  the  Tow'r, 
Her  Oxford  (who  yet  loves  the  Stuart  name) 
Branded  with  arbitrary  marks  of  fhame. 
She  wept — but  wept  not  long  ;  to  arms  fhe  flew. 
At  Honour's  call  th'  avenging  fword  flie  drew, 
Turn'd  aU  her  terrors  on  the  tyrant's  head. 
And  fent  him  in  defpair  to  beg  iiis  bread ; 
Whilft  fhe  (may  ev'ry  State  in  fuch  diftrefs 
;J)are  with  fuch  zeal,  and  meet  with  fuch  fuccefs) 
Whilft  {he  (may  Gotham,  {hould  my  abjecl  mind 
■Chufe  to  enflave  rather  than  free  manlcind, 
Parlue  her  fteps,  tear  the  proud  tyrant  down, 
:r  let  me  wear  if  I  abufe  the  crown) 
>.i!ll  (he  (thro'  cv'ry  age,  in  ev'ry  land, 
ritten  in  gold  let  Revolution  ftand) 
•  hilli  ihe,  fecur'd  in  Liberty  and  La-^v, 
I  jund  what  fhe  fought,  a  faviour  in  Naffau. 
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BOOK        III. 


CA  N  the  fond  mother  from  herfelf  depart. 
Can  fhe  forget  the  darling  of  her  heart. 
The  little  darling  whom  fhe  bore  and  bj-ed, 
Nurs'd  on  her  kneea,  and  at  her  bofom  fed  ? 
To  whom  fhe  feem'd  her  ev'ry  thought  to  give. 
And  in  whole  life  alone  fhe  ieem'd  to  live  ? 
Yes,  from  herfelf  the  mother  may  depart. 
She  may  forget  the  darling  of  her  heart. 
The  little  darling  whom  fhe  bore  and  bred, 
Nurs'd  on  her  knees,  and  at  her  bofom  fed. 
To  whom  file  feem'd  her  ev'ry  thought  to  give. 
And  in  whcfe  life  alone  fhe  feem'd  to  live  j 
But  I  cannot  forget,  whilft  Life  remains. 
And  pours  her  current  thro'  thefe  fwelling  veins, 
Whilft  Mtm'ry  cfFers  up  at  Reafcn's  fhrine. 
But  I  cannot  forget  that  Gotham's  mine. 

Can  the  flern  mother,  than  the  brutes  more  wild. 
From  her  difnatur'd  breaft  tear  her  young  child  ; 
FIcfli  of  her  fiefh,  and  of  her  bone  the  bone. 
And  dafh  the  fmiling  babe  againfla  ftone  ? 
Yes,  the  flern  mother,  than  the  brutes  more  wild. 
From  her  difnatur'd  breafl  may  tear  her  child ; 
Flelh  of  her  flefh,  and  of  her  bone  the  bone. 
And  dafh  the  fnjiling  babe  againfi  a  lione  ; 
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But  I,   (forbid  it  Heav'n)  but  I  can  ne'er 
The  love  of  Gotham  from  this  bofom  tear  ; 
Can  ne'er  fo  far  true  Royalty  pervert 
From  its  fair  courfe,  to  do  my  people  hurt. 

With  how  much  eafe,  with  how  much  confidence. 
As  if,  fuperior  to  each  groifer  fenfe, 
Reafon  had  only,  in  full  pow'r  array'd. 
To  manifeft  her  will,  and  be  obey'd. 
Men  make  refolves,  and  pafs  into  decrees 
The  motions  of  the  mind  !  With  how  much  cafe 
In  fuch  refolves  doth  Paffion  make  a  flaw. 
And  bring  to  nothing  what  was  rais'd  to  law  ! 

In  empire  young,  fcarce  warm  on  Gotham's  throne. 
The  dangers  and  the  fweets  of  pow'r  unknown, 
Pleas'd,  tho'  I  fcarce  know  why,  like  fome  young  child, 
Whofe  little  fenfes  each  new  toy  turns  wild. 
How  do  I  hold  fweet  dalliance  with  my  crown. 
And  wanton  with  dominion  !  how  lay  down. 
Without  the  fanftion  of  a  precedent. 
Rules  of  moil  large  and  abfolute  extent ; 
Rules,  which  from  fenfe  of  public  virtue  fprine^. 
And  all  at  once  commence  a  Patriot  King. 

But,  for  the  day  of  trial  is  at  hand. 
And  the  whole  fortunes  of  a  mighty  land 
Are  ftak'd  on  me,  and  all  their  weal  or  woe 
Muft  from  my  good  or  evil  condud  flow. 
Will  I,  or  can  1,  on  a  fair  review. 
As  I  afiume  that  name,  deferve  it  too  ? 
Have  I  well  weigh'd  the  great,  the  noble  part 
I'm  now  to  play  :  Have  I  explor'd  my  heart. 

That 
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That  labyrinth  of  fraud,  that  deep  dark  cell, ' 
Where,  unfufpedled  e'en  by  me,  may  dwell 
Ten  thoufand  follies  ?  Have  I  found  out  there 
What  I  am  fit  to  do,  and  what  to  bear  ? 
Have  I  trac'd  ev'ry  paiTion  to  its  rife. 
Nor  fpar'd  one  lurking  feed  of  treach'rous  vice  ? 
Have  I  familiar  with  my  nature  grown. 
And  am  I  fairly  to  myfelf  made  known  ? 

A  Patriot  King — Why,  'tis  a  name  which  bears 
The  more  immediate  ftamp  of  Heav'n ;  which  wears 
The  neareft,  bell  refemblance  we  can  lliew 
Of  God  above  thro'  all  his  works  below. 

To  ftill  the  voice  of  difcord  in  the  land. 
To  make  weak  Faftion's  difcontented  band, 
Detedled,  weak,  and  crumbling  to  decay. 
With  hunger  pinch'd,  on  their  own  vitals  prey ; 
Like  brethren  in  the  felf-fame  int'refts  warm'd. 
Like  difF'rent  bodies  with  one  foul  inform'd. 
To  make  a  nation,  nobly  rais'd  above 
All  meaner  thought,  grow  up  in  common  love  ; 
To  give  the  laws  due  vigour,  and  to  hold 
That  facred  balance,  temperate,  yet  bold, 
W"ith  fuch  an  equal  hand,  that  thofe  who  fear 
May  yet  approve,  and  own  my  juftice  clear  ; 
To  be  a  common  father,  to  fecure 
The  weak  from  violence,  from  pride  the  poor  ^ 
\  ice  and  her  fons  to  banifh  in  difgrace. 
To  make  Corruption  dread  to  Ihew  her  face  j 
To  bid  affiifted  Virtue  take  new  ftate. 
And  be  £t  iafi  acquainted  with  the  great ; 
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Of  all  religions  to  eleft  the  be  ft. 
Nor  let  her  priefts  be  made  a  ftanding  jeft ; 
Rewards  for  worth  with  lib'ral  hand  to  carve. 
To  love  the  arts,  nor  let  the  artiils  ftar\'e ; 
To  make  fair  plenty  through  the  realm  increafe. 
Give  fame  in  w  ar,  and  happinefs  in  peace  ; 
To  fee  my  people  virtuous,  great  and  freCt 
And  know  that  all  thofe  bleffings  flow  from  me  ; 
O  'tis  a  joy  too  exquifite,  a  thought 
Which  flatters  Nature  more  than  flatt'ry  ought  ; 
*Tis  a  great,  glorious  taik,  for  man  too  hard. 
But  not  lefs  great,  lefs  glorious  the  reward. 
The  beft  reward  which  here  to  man  is  giv'n, 
'Tis  more  than  earth,  and  little  fhort  of  heav'n  ; 
A  talk  (if  fuch  comparifon  may  be) 
The  fame  in  nature,  diff'ring  in  degree. 
Like  that  which  God,  on  whom  for  aid  I  cail> 
Performs  with  eafe,  and  yet  performs  to  all. 

How  much  do  they  miilake,  how  little  know 
Of  kings,  of  kingdoms,  and  the  pains  which  flow 
From  royalty,  who  fancy  that  a  crown, 
Becaufe  it  gliftens,  muil  be  lin'd  with  down  ! 
With  outfide  fhow  and  vain  appearance  caught. 
They  look  no  farther,  and,  by  Folly  taught. 
Prize  high  the  toys  of  thrones,  but  never  find 
One  of  the  many  cares  which  lurk  behind. 
The  gem  they  nx)rUiip,  which  a  crown  adorns. 
Nor  once  fufpect  that  crown  is  lin'd  with  thorns. 
O  might  Reflection  Folly's  place  fupply. 
Would  vve  one  moment  ufe  her  piercing  eye. 

Then 
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Then  fhould  we  know  what  woe  from  grandeur  fprings. 
And  learn  to  pitj',  not  to  envy  kings. 

The  villager,  born  humbly  and  bred  hard, 
Coiitent  his  wealth,  and  Poverty  his  guard. 
In  aftion  iimply  juft,  in  confcience  clear. 
By  guilt  untainted,  undifturb'd  by  fear. 
His  means  but  fcanty,  and  his  wants  but  few. 
Labour  his  bufmefs  and  his  pleafure  too. 
Enjoys  more  comforts  in  a  fmgle  hour. 
Than  ages  give  the  wretch  condemn'd  to  pow'r. 

Call'd  up  by  health,  he  rifes  with  the  day, 
And  goes  to  work  as  if  he  went  to  play, 
Whiftling  off  toils,  one  half  of  which  might  make 
The  ftouteft  Atlas  of  a  palace  quake  ; 
'Gainft  heat  and  cold,  which  make  us  cowards  faint, 
Harden'd  by  conftant  ufe,  without  complaint 
He  bears  what  we  ftiould  think  it  death  to  bear ; 
Short  are  his  meals,  and  homely  is  his  fare  ; 
His  thirft  he  flakes  at  feme  pure  neighboring  brook. 
Nor  afks  for  fauce  where  appetite  ftands  cook. 
When  the  dews  fall,  and  when  the  fun  retires 
Behind  the  mountains,  when  the  village  fires. 
Which,  waken'd  all  at  once,  fpeak  fupper  nigh. 
At  diftance  catch  and  fix  his  longing  eye. 
Homeward  he  hies,  and  with  his  manly  brood 
Of  raw-bon'd  cubs  enjoys  that  clean,  coarfe  food. 
Which,  feafon'd  with  good-humour,  his  fond  bride 
'Gainft  his  return  is  happy  to  provide  ; 
Then,  free  from  care,  and  free  from  thought,  he  creeps 
Into  his  ftraw,  and  'till  the  morning  fleeps. 

Not 
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Not  fo  the  King — With  anxious  cares  opprefs'd. 
His  bofom  labours,  and  admits  not  reft. 
A  glorious  wretch,  he  fweats  beneath  the  weight 
Of  Majefty,  and  gives  up  eafe  for  ftate. 
E'en  when  his  fmiles,  which,  by  the  fools  of  pride. 
Arc  treafur'd  and  preferv'd  from  fide  to  fide. 
Fly  round  the  court,  e'en  when  compell'd  by  form. 
He  feems  moft  calm,  his  foul  is  in  a  ftorm  ! 
Care,  like  a  fped&e,  feen  by  him  alone. 
With  all  her  neft  of  vipers,  round  his  throne 
By  day  crawls  full  in  view  ;  when  Night  bids  Sleep, 
Sweet  nurfe  of  Naturf?,  o'er  the  feafes  creep. 
When  Mifery  herfelf  no  more  complains. 
And  flaves,  if  poffible,  forget  their  chains, 
Tho'  his  fenfe  weakens,  the'  his  eyes  grow  dim. 
That  reft  which  conies  to  all,  comes  not  to  him.  ■ 
E'ea  at  that  hour.  Care,  tyrant  Care,  forbids 
The  dew  of  fleep  to  fall  upon  his  lids ; 
From  night  to  night  fhe  watches  at  his  bed  ; 
Now,  as  one  mop'd,  fits  brooding  o'er  his  head ; 
Anon  ftie  ftarts,  and,  borne  on  raven's  wings. 
Croaks  forth  aloud — *'Sleep  was  not  made  for  Kings.'* 

Thrice  hath  the  Moon,  who  governs  this  vaft  ball. 
Who  rules  moft  abfolute  o'er  me,  and  all  ; 
To  whom  by  fall  convidtion  taught  to  bow. 
At  new,  at  full,  I  pay  the  dateous  vow  ; 
Thrice  hath  the  Moon  her  wonted  courfe  purfa^d. 
Thrice  hath  fhe  loft  her  form,  aixl  thrice  renew'd. 
Since  (biefTed  be  that  feafon,  for  before 
I  was  a  mere,  mere  cjorul,  4nd-no  more, 
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One  of  the  herd,  a  lump  of  common  clay,  > 
Inform'd  with  life  to  die  and  pafs  away) 
Since  I  became  a  King,  and  Gotham's  throne,. 
With  full  and  ample  pow'r,  became  my  own  ; 
Thrice  hath  the  Moon  her  wonted  courfe  purfu'd. 
Thrice  hath  ftie  loft  her  form,  and  thrice  renew'd. 
Since  Sleep,  kind  Sleep,  who  like  a  friend  fupplies 
>{e\v  vigour  for  new  toil,  hath  clos'd  thefe  eyes. 
Nor,  if  my  toils  are  anfwer'd  v/ixh  fuccefs. 
And  I  am  made  an  inftrument  to  blefs 
The  people  whom  I  love,  Ihall  I  repine ; 
Theirs  be  the  benefit,  the  labour  mine. 

Mindful  of  that  high  rank  in  which  I  Hand, 
Of  miilions  Lord,  fole  ruler  in  the  land. 
Let  mc,  and  R.eaion  ftiall  her  aid  afford. 
Rule  my  own  fpirit,  of  myfelf  be  lord. 
With  an  ill  grace  that  Monarch  wears  his  crown. 
Who,  ftern  and  hard  of  nature,  wears  a  frown 
'Gainft  faults  in  other  men,  yet  all  the  while 
Meets  his  own  vices  with  a  partial  fmile. 
How  can  a  King  (yet  on  record  we  find 
Such  Kings  have  been,  fuch  curfes  of  mankind) 
Enforce  that  law  'gainft  fome  poor  fubjeft  elf. 
Which  Coiifcieuce  tells  him  he  hath  broke  himfelf ,' 
Can  he  fome  petty  rogue  to  juftice  call 
For  robbing  one,  when  he  hir.felf  robs  all  ? 
Muft  not,  unlefs  exlirguilh'd ,  Confcience  fly 
Into  .lis  check,  and  blaft  his  fading  eye. 
To  foourge  th'  opprefibr,  when  the  State,  diftrefs'd 
And  funk  ,io  ruin,  is  by  him  opprefs'd  ? 

Agalnil 
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Againll  himfelf  doth  he  not  fentence  give  ? 
If  one  muft  die,  t'  other's  not  fit  to  live. 

Weak  is  that  throne,  and  in  itfclf  unfound. 
Which  takes  not  folid  virtue  for  its  ground  ; 
All  envy  pow'r  in  others,  and  complain 
Of  that  which  they  would  perifh  to  obtain. 
Ncr  can  thofe  fpirits,  turbulent  and  bold. 
Not  to  be  aw'd  by  threats,  nor  bought  with  gold. 
Be  hufli'd  to  peace,  but  when  fair  legal  fway 
Makes  it  their  real  int'reft  to  obey  ; 
Wien  Kings,  and  none  but  fools  can  then  rebel. 
Not  lefs  in  virtue  than  in  pow'r  excel. 

Be  that  my  objeft,  that  my  conftant  care. 
And  may  my  foul's  beft  wiihes  center  there. 
Be  it  my  talk  to  feck,  nor  feek  in  vain. 
Not  only  how  to  live,  but  how  to  reign  ; 
And,  to  thofe  virtues  which  from  Reafon  fpring. 
And  grace  the  man,  join  thofe  which  grace  the  King. 

Firji  (for  ftrift  duty  bids  my  care  extend 
And  reach  to  all,  who  on  that  care  depend. 
Bids  me  with  fervants  keep  a  Heady  hand. 
And  watch  o'er  all  my  proxies  in  the  land) 
/■/r/?  (and  that  method  Reafon  fhall  fupport) 
Before  I  look  into,  and  purge  my  Cour:, 
Before  I  cleanfe  the  liable  of  the  State, 
Let  me  fix  tilings  which  to  myfelf  relate. 
That  done,  and  all  accounts  well  fettled  here. 
In  refolution  firm,  in  honour  clear. 
Tremble,  ye  ilaves,  who  dare  abufe  your  truft, 
Wiw  dare  be  villains,  when  your  King  is  jull. 

E  2  Arc 
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Are  there,  amongft  thofe  officers  of  State 
To  whom  our  facred  pow'r  we  delegate. 
Who  hold  our  place  and  office  in  the  realm,. 
Who,  in  our  name  commiffion'd,  giiide  the  helm  ;; 
Are  there,  who,  trailing  to  our  love  of  eafe, 
Opprefs  ourfubjefts,  wreft  our  juft  decrees. 
And  make  the  laws,  warp'd  from  their  fair  intent^ 
To  ipeak  a  language  which  ihey  never  meant  ; 
Are  there  fuch  men,  andean  the  fools  depend 
On  holding  out  in  fafety  to  their  end  ?. 
Can  they  fo  much,, from  thoughts  of  danger  free. 
Deceive  themfelves,  fo  much  mifdeem  of  me. 
To  think,  that  I  will  prove  a  Statefman's  tool. 
And  live  a  ftranger  where  I  ought  to  rule  ? 
What,  to  myfelf  and  to  my  State  unjuft. 
Shall  I  from-  Minifters  take  things  on  truft. 
And,,  fmking  low  the  credit  of  my  throne. 
Depend  upon  dependants  of  my  own  r 
Shall  I,  moft  certain  fource  of  future  cares. 
Not  ufe  my  judgment,  but  depend  on  their's  ? 
Shall  I,  true  puppet-like,  be  mock'd  with  ftate> 
Have  nothing  but  the  name  of  being  great ; 
Attend  at  councils  which.  I  mull  not  weigh  ; 
Do  what  they  bid  ;  aad  what  they  di£late  fay  ; 
Enrob'd,  and  hoilled  up  into  my  chair. 
Only  to  be  a  royal  cypher  there  ? 
Perifh  the  thought — 'tis  treafon  to  my  throne— 
And  who  but  thinks  it,  could  his  thoughts  be  known, 
Infults  me  more,  than  he,  who,,  leagu'd  with  Hell, 
Shall  rife  in  arms,  and  'gainll  my  crown  rebel. 

The 
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The  wicked  Statefman,  whofe  falfe  heart  purfaes 
A  train  of  guilt ;  who  afts  with  double  views. 
And  wears  a  double  face  ;  whofe  bafe  deligns 
Strike  at  his  monarch's  throne  ;  who  undermines 
E'en  whilft  he  feems  his  wifhes  to  fupport ; 
Who  feizes  all  departments,  packs  a  court. 
Maintains  an  agent  on  the  judgment-feat 
To  fcreen  his  crimes,  and  make  his  frauds  compleat ; 
New- models  armies,  and  around  the  throne 
Will  fuffer  none  but  creatures  of  his  own ; 
Confcious  of  iuch  his  bafenef^,  well  may  try, 
Againft  the  light  to  fhut  his  mailer's  eye. 
To  keep  him  coop'd,  and  far  remov'd  from  thofe. 
Who,  brave  and  honeft,  dare  his  crimes  difclofe. 
Nor  e^-er  let  him  in  one  place  appear. 
Where  Truth,  unwelcome  Truth,  may  wound  his  ear. 
Ittemptslike  thefe,  well  weigh'd,  themfelves  pro- 
claim. 
And,  whilil  they  publiih,  baulk  their  author's  aim. 
Kings  muft  be  blind,  into  fuch  fnares  to  run; 
Or  worfe,  with  open  eyes  muil  be  undone. 
The  Minifter  of  honeily  and  worth 
Demands  the  day  to  bring  his  adions  forth  ; 
Calls  en  the  fun  to  (hine  vnih  fiercer  rays. 
And  braves  that  trial  which  mufc  end  in  praife. 
None  fly  the  day,  and  feek  the  /hades  of  night, 
Eut  ihofe  whofe  aiftions  cannot  bear  the  light ; 
None  wiih  their  King  in  ignorance  to  hold. 
But  thofe  who  feel  that  knowledge  rauli  unfold 
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Their  hidden  guilt>  and  that  dark  mift  difpell'd 
By  which  their  places  and  their  lives  are  held, 
Confufion  wait  them,  and  by  Juftice  led. 
In  vengeance  fall  on  ev'ry  traitor's  head. 

Aware  of  this,,  and  caution'd  'gainft  the  pit 
Where  Kings  have  oft  been  loft,  Ihall  I  fubmit. 
And  ruft  in  chains  like  thefe  ?  Shall  I  give  way. 
And  whilft  my  helplefs  fubjeds  fall  .a  prey 
To  pow'r  abus'd,  in  ignorance  fit  down. 
Nor  dare  affert  the  honour  of  my  crown  ? 
When  ftern  Rebellion  (if  that  odious  name 
Juftly  belongs  to  thofe,  whofe  only  aim 
Is  to  preferve  their  Country.;  who  oppofe. 
In  honour  leagu'd,  none  buc  their  Country's  foes,; 
Who  only  feek.  their  own,  and  found  their  caufe 
In  due  regard  for  violated  laws) 
When  item  Rebellion,  who  no  longer  feels 
jSor  fears  rebuke,  a  Nation  at  her  heels, 
A  Nation  up  in  arms,  tho'  ftrong  not  proud. 
Knocks  at  the  palace-gate,  and,  calling  loud 
For  due  redrcis,  prefcnts,  from  Iruth's  fair  pen, 
A  lift  of  wrongs,  not  to  be  borne  by  men  ; 
How  rauft  that  King  be  humbled,  how  difgrace 
All  that  is  royal  in  his  name  and  place. 
Who,  thus  call'd  forth  to  anfwer,  .can  advance 
Mo  other  plea  but  that  of  Ignorance  ! 
A  vile  defence,  which  v/as  his  All  at  xlake. 
The  meaneft  fubjecl  well  might  blufn  to  make  ; 
A  tilthy  fource,  from  whence  fliame  ever  springs ; 
A  ftain  to  all,  but  moli:  a  liain  to  Kings. 

The 
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The  fold,  with  great  and  manly  feelings  warm'd> 
Panting  for  knowledge,  refts  not  till  inform'd  : 
And  fhall  not  I,  fir'd  with  the  glwious  zeal. 
Feel  thofe  brave  pafSons  which  my  fabjefts  feel  ? 
Or  can  ajuft  excufe  from  ignorance  flow 
To  me,  whofe  firft,  great  duty  is — To  Know  ? 

Hence  Ignorance— thy  fettled,  dull,  blank  eye 
Wou'd  hurt  me,  tho'  I  knew  no  reafcn  why— 
Hence  Ignorance— thy  flavifh  fhackles  bind 
The  free-born  foul,  and  lethargy  the  mind — 
Of  thee,  begot  by  Pride,  who  look'd  with  fcorn 
On  ev'ry  meaner  match,  of  thee  was  bom 
That  grave  inflexibility  of  foul. 
Which  Reafon  can't  convince,  nor  Fear  controul  ; 
Which  neither  arguments  nor  pray'rs  can  reach. 
And  nothing  lefs  than  utter  ruin  teach — 
Hence  Ignorance — hence  to  that  depth  of  night 
Where  thou  waft  born,  where  not  one  gleam  of  light 
May  wound  thine  eye — hence  to  fome  dreary  cell. 
Where  Monks  with  Superftition  love  to  dwell  ; 
Or  in  fome  College  foothe  thy  lazy  pride. 
And  with  the  Heads  of  Colleges  refide  ; 
Fit  mate  for  Royalty  thou  can'ft  not  be  ; 
And  if  no  mate  for  Kings,  no  mate  for  me. 

Come  Study,  like  a  torrent  fwell'd  with  rains* 
\Vhich,  ru{hing  down  the  mountains,  o'er  the  plains 
Spreads  horror  wide,  and  yet,  in  horror  kind, 
Leaves  feeds  of  future  fruitfulnefs  behind  ; 
Come  Study— painful  tho'  thy  courfe  and  flow. 
Thy  real  worth  by  thy  elFefts  we  know— - 
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Parent  of  Knowledge,  come  ! — Not  thee  I  ca'.l. 
Who,  grave  and  dull,  in  College  or  in  Hall 
Dofl;  fit,  all  folemn  fad,  and  moping  weigh 
Thinge,  which  when  found,  thy  labours  can't  repay— 
Nor,  in  one  hand,  fit  emblem  of  thy  trade, 
A  ;W  ;  in  t'  other,  gaudily  array 'd 
A  hor):book,  gilt  and  letter'd  ;  call  I   Thee, 
Who  doll  in  form  prefide  o'er  A  B  C —  : 
Nor  (firen  tho'  thou  art,  and  thy  ftrange  charms, 
y\s  'twere. by  magic,  lure  men  to  thy  arms) 
Do  I  call  Thee,  who  thro'  a  winding  maze, 
A  labyrinth  of  puzzling,  pleafing  ways, 
Doft  lead  us  at  the  laft  to  thofe  rich  plains. 
Where,  in  full  glory,  real  Science  reigns  : 
Fair  tho'  thou  art,  and  lovely  to  mine  eye, 
Tho'  full  rewards  in  thy  poflefllon  lie 
To  crown.man's.willi,  and  do  thy  fav 'rites  grace, 
Tivo'  (was  I  ilation'd  in  an  humbler  place) 
I  could  be  ever  Jiappy  in  thy  fight. 
Toil  with  thee  all  the  day,  and  through  the  night 
Toil  on  from  watch  to  watch,  bidding  my  eye. 
Fail  rivetted  on  Science,  fleep  defy  ; 
Yet  (fuch  the  hardililps  which  from  empire  flow) 
Muft  I  thy  fweet  {Ipciety  forego. 
And  to  fome  happy  rival's  arms  refign 
Tbcfe  charms,  which  can,  alas  !  no  more  be  mine. 
No  more,  from  hour  to  hour,  from  day  to  day. 
Shall  I  purfue  thy  ileps,  and  urge  my  way 
Where  eager  love  of  Science  calls  ;  no  more 
Attempt  thofe  paths  which  man  ne'er  trod  before. . 

No 
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No  more  the  mountain  {cal'd,  the  defart  croU, 
Lofing  myfelf,  nor  knowing  I  was  loit. 
Travel  thro'  woods,  thro'  wilds,  from  mom  to  night. 
From  night  to  morn,  yet  travel  with  delight. 
And  having  found  thee,  lay  me  xlown  content. 
Own  all  my  toil  well  paid,  my  time  well  fpent. 
Farewell  ye  Mufes  too — for  fuch  mean  things 
Mull  not  prefume  to  dwell  with  mighty  Kings- 
Farewell  ye  Mufes— tho'  it  cuts  my  heart 
E'en  to  the  quick,  we  mult  for  ever  part. 
'  When  the  frelli  morn  bade  lufty  Nature  wake; 
Vv'hen  the  birds,  fweetly  twitt'ring  thro'  the  brake, 
Tun'd  their    foft   pipes ;   when  from  the  neighb'ring 
Sipping  the  dew,  each  Zephyr  ilole  perfume  ;  [bloom. 
When  all  things  with  new  vigour  were  infpir'd. 
And  feem'd  to  fay  they  never  could  be  tir'd  ; 
How  often  have  we  llray'd,  whiifi  fportive  rime 
Deceiv'd  the  way,  and  clipp'd  the  wings  of  Time, 
O'er  hill,  o'er  dale  !  how. often  laugh'd  to  fee, 
Yourfelves  made  vilible  to  none  but  me. 
The  clown,  his  work  fufpended,  gape  and  ftare. 
And. feem'd  to  think  that  I  convers'd  with  air  ! 
When  the  Sun,  beating  on  the  parched  foil, 
Seem'd  to  proclaim  an  interval  of  toil ; 
When  ^ifaint  languor  crept  thro'  ev'ry  breaft. 
And  things  rnoCi  us'd  to  labour,  wifli'd  for  reft-; 
How  often,  ,undemeath  a  rev'reitd  oak, 
Wiiere  Uk,  and  fearlefs  of  the  impious  llroke- 
Some  {acred  Dryad  liv'd,  or  in  fome  grove. 
Where  with  capricious  fingers  Fancy  wove 

Ker 
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'Her  fairy  bow'r,  whilft  Nature  all  the  while 
Look'd  on,  and  view'd  her  mock'ries  with  a  fin3e> 
Have  we  held  converfe  fweet  !  how  often  laid, 
Faft  by  the  Thames,  in  Ham's  infpiring  Ihade, 
Amongft  thofe  Poets  which  make  up  your  train. 
And,  after  death,  pour  forth  the  facred  ftrain. 
Have  I,  at  your  command,  in  verfe  grown  grey, 
-But  not  impair 'd,  heard  Dryden  tune  that  lay. 
Which  might  have  drawn  an  angel  from  his  fphere. 
And  kept  him  from  his  office  lift'ning  here. 

When  dreary  Night,  with  Morpheus  in  her  train. 
Led  on  by  Silence  to  refume  her  reign. 
With  darknefs  covering,  as  with  a  robe. 
This  fcene  of  levity,  blank'd  half  the  globe  ; 
How  oft,  enchanted  with  your  heav'nly  ftrains. 
Which  ftole  me  from  myfelf,  which  in  foft  chains 
Of  Mufic  bound  my  foul,  how  oft'  have  I, 
Sounds  more  than  human  Seating  thro'  the  fky. 
Attentive  fat,  whilft  Night,  againft  her  will, 
Tranfported  with  the  harmony,  ftood  ftill  ! 
How  oft'  in  raptures,  which  man  fcarce  could  bear. 
Have  I,  when  gone,  ftill  thought  the  Mufes  there  ; 
Still  heard  their  mufic,  and,  as  mute  as  death. 
Sat  all  attention,  drew  in  ev'ry  breath. 
Left,  breathing  all  too  rudely,  I  fliould  wound. 
And  mar  that  magic  excellence  of  found  ; 
Then,  Senfe  returning  with  return  of  day. 
Have  chid  the  Night,  which  fled  fo  faft  away. 

Such  mypurfuits,  and  fuch  my  joys  of  yore. 
Such  were  my  mates,  but  now  my  mates  no  more. 

riacd' 
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PkcM  out  of  Envy's  walk,  (for  Envy  fare 
Would  never  haunt  the  cottage  of  the  poor. 
Would  never  ftoop  to  wound  my  homefpun  lays) 
With  fome  few  friends,  and  fome  fmall  ihare  of  praife. 
Beneath  opprcffion,  undillurb'd  by  ftrife. 
In  peace  I  trod  the  humble  vale  of  life. 
Farewell  thefe  fcenes  of  eafe,  this  tranquil  ftate  ; 
Welcome  the  troubles  which  on  empire  wait. 
Light  toys  from  this  day  fcrth  I  difavow. 
They  pleas'd  me  once,  but  cannot  fuit  me  now; 
To  cdmmon  men  ail  common  things  are  free. 
What  honours  them  might  fix  difgrace  on  me. 
Call'd  to  a  throne,  and  o'er  a  mighty  land 
Ordain'd  to  rule,  my  head,  my  heart,  my  hand 
Are  all  engrofs'xl,  each  private  view  withftood. 
And  tafk'd  to  labour  for  tke  public  good  ; 
Be  this  my  flady,  to  this  one  great  end 
May  ev'ry  thought,  may  ev'ry  action  tend. 

Let  me  the  page  of  Hiftory  turn  o'er, 
Th'  inflruftive  page,  and  heedfully  explore 
What  faithful  pens  of  former  tunes  have  wrote 
Of  former  Kings  ;  v/hat  they  did  worthy  note. 
What  worthy  blame  ;  and  from  the  facred  tomb 
Where  righteous  Monarchs  deep,  where  laurels  bloom 
Unhurt  by  Time,  let  me  a  garland  twine. 
Which,  robbing  not  their  fame,  may  add  to  mine. 

Nor  let  me  with  a  vain  and  idle  eye 
Glance  o'er  thofe  fcenes,  and  in  a  hurry  fly 
Quick  as  a  Poft  which  travels  day  and  night ; 
Mor  let  m.e  dwell  there,  lur'd  by  falfe  delight. 

And, 
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And,  into  barren  theory  betray'd. 

Forget  that  Monarchs  are  for  aftion  made. 

When  am'rous  Spring,  repairing  all  his  charms. 

Calls  Nature  forth  from  hoary  Winter's  arms. 

Where,  like  a  virgin  to  fome  letcher  fold. 

Three  wretched  months  fhe  lay  benumb'd,  and  cold  ; 

When-the  weak  flow'r,  which,  fhrinking  from  the  breath 

Of  the  rude  North,  and  timorous  of  death. 

To  its  kind  mother  Earth  for  fhelter  fled. 

And  on  her  bofom  hid  its  tender  head. 

Peeps  forth  afrefh,  and,  chear'd  by  milder  Ikies, 

Bids  in  full  fplendor  all  her  beauties  rife  j 

The  hive  is  up  in  arms— expert  to  teach. 

Nor,  proudly,  to  be  taught  unwilling,  each 

Seems  from  her  fellow  a  new  zeal  to  catch  : 

Strength  in  her  limbs,  and  on  her  wings  difpatch. 

The  Bee  goes  forth;  from  herb  to  herb  llie  flies. 

From  flow'r  to  flow'r,  and  loads  her  lab'ring  thighs 

With  treafur'd-fweets;  robbing  thofe  flow'rs,  which  left. 

Find  not  themfelves  made  poorer  by  the  theft. 

Their  fcents  as  lively,  and  their  looks  as  fair. 

As  if  the  pillager  had  not  been  there. 

Ne'er  doth  Ihe  flit  on  Pleafure's  filken  wing. 

Ne'er  doth  {he,  loit'ring,  let  the  bloom  of  Spring 

Unrifled  pafs,  and  on  the  downy  breaft 

Of  fome  fair  flow'r  indulge  untimely  reft. 

Ne'er  doth  ihe,  drinking  deep  of  thofe  rich  dews 

Which  Chymill  Night  prepar'd,  that  faith  abufe 

Due  to  the  hive,  and,  felfilli  in  her  toils. 

To  her  own  private  ufe  convert  the  fpcils. 

Love 
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Love  of  the  ftock  firft  call'd  her  forth  to  roam. 
And  to  the  ftock  flie  brings  her  booty  home. 

Be  this  my  pattern — As  becomes  a  King, 
Let  me  fly  all  abroad  on  Reafon's  wing ; 
Let  mine  eye,  like  the  lightning,  thro'  the  earth 
Run  to  and  fro',  nor  let  one  deed  of  worth. 
In  any  place  and  time,  nor  let  one  man 
Whofe  adHons  may  enrich  dominion's  plan, 
Efcape  my  note  :  be  all,  from  the  firft  day 
■Of  Nature  to  this  hour,  be  all  my  prey. 
Prom  thofe,  whom  Time  at  the  deSre  of  Fame 
Hath  fpar'd,  let  Virtue  catch  an  equal  flame  ; 
From  thofe,  who  not  in  mercy,  but  in  rage. 
Time  hath  repriev'd  to  damn  from  age  to  age. 
Let  me  take  warning,  leflTon'd  to  dilHU, 
And,  imitating  Heav'n,  draw  good  from  ill. 
Nor  let  thefe  great  refearches  in  my  breaft 
A  monument  of  ufelefs  labour  reft  ; 
No— let  them  fpread — th'  effedts  let  Gotham  fliare> 
And  reap  the  harveft  of  their  Monarch's  care : 
Be  other  times  and  other  countries  known. 
Only  to  give  frefh  bleffings  to  my  own. 

Let  me  (and  may  that  God  to  whom  I  fly. 
On  whom  for  needful  fuccour  I  rely 
In  this  great  hour,  that  glorious  God  of  truth  I 
Thro'  whom  I  reign,  in  mercy  to  my  youth 
Afiift  my  weaknefs,  and  direft  me  right ; 
From  ev'r)'  fpeck  which  hangs  upon  the  fight 
Purge  my  mind's  eye,  nor  let  one  cloud  remaio 
To  fpread  the  Ihades  of  error  o'er  my  brain) 

Lei 
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Let  me,  impartial,  v/ith  unwearied  thought 
Try  men  and  things ;  let  me,  as  Monarchs  ought. 
Examine  well  on  what  my  pow'r  depends  ; 
What  are  the  gen'rai  principles  and  ends 
Of  Government;  how  empire  firit  began; 
And  wherefore  man  was  rais'd  to  reign  o'er  man. 

Let  me  confider,  as  from  one  great  fourcc 
We  fee  a  thoufand  rivers  take  their  courfe, 
Difpers'd,  and  into  difF'rent  channels  led. 
Yet  by  their  parent  ftiil  fupply'd  and  fed. 
That  Government  (tho'  branch'd  out  far  and  wide. 
In  various  modes  to  various  lands  apply 'd), 
Howe'er  it  differs  in  its  outward  frame. 
In  the  main  groundwork's  ev'ry  where  the  fame ; 
The  fame  her  view,  tho'  different  her  plan. 
Her  grand  and  gen'rai  view  the  good  of  man. 
Lei  me  find  out,  by  Reafon's  facred  beams,  , 
What  fyftem  in  itfelf  moft  perfed  fecms, 
Moft  worthy  man,  moft  likely  to  conduce 
To  all  the  purpofes  of  gen'rai  ufe  : 
Let  me  find,  too,  where,  by  fair  Reafon  try'd. 
It  fails  when  to  particulars  appiy'd  ; 
Why  in  that  mode  all  nations  do  not  join. 
And,  chiefly,  why  it  cannot  fuit  with  mine. 
Let  me  the  gradual  rife  of  empires  trace. 
Till  they  feem  founded  on  Perfedion's  bafe ; 
Then  (for  when  human  things  have  made  their  way 
To  excellence  they  haften  to  decay) 
Let  me,  whilft  Obfervation  lends  her  clue. 
Step  by  ftep  to  their  (juick  decline  purfue, 
:    '  Enabled 
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Enabled  by  a  chain  of  fids  to  tell. 

Not  only  how  they  rofc,  but  how  they  fell. 

Let  me  not  only  the  dillempers  know 
Which  in  all  States  from  common  caufes  grow. 
But  likewife  thofe  which,  by  the  will  of  Fate, 
On  each  peculiar  mode  of  empire  wait ; 
Which  in  its  very  coniHtution  lurk. 
Too  fure  at  laft  to  do  its  deiiin'd  work  : 
Let  me,  forewarn'd,  each  fign,  each  fyftem,  learn. 
That  I  my  people's  danger  may  difcern. 
Ere  'tis  too  late  wiih'd  health  to  re-alTure, 
And,  If  it  can  be  found,  find  out  a  cure. 

Let  me,  (tho'  great  grave  brethren  of  the  gown 
Preach  all  Faith  up,  and  preach  all  Reafon  down. 
Making  thofe  jar  whom  Reafon  meant  to  join. 
And  veiling  in  themfelves  a  right  divine) 
Let  me  thro'  Reafcn's  glafs,  with  fearching  eye. 
Into  the  depth  of  that  religion  pry 
Which  law  hath  fandion'd  j  let  me  find  out  there 
What's  form,  what's  effence ;  what,  like  vagrant  air. 
We  well  may  change ;  and  what,  without  a  crime. 
Cannot  be  chang'd  to  the  laft  hour  of  time  ; 
Nor  let  me  fuiFer  that  outrageous  zeal 
Which  without  knowledge  furious  bigots  feel. 
Fair  in  pretence,  tho'  at  the  heart  unfound, 
Thefe  fep'rate  points  at  random  to  confound. 

The  times  have  been  when  priefts  have  dar'd  to  tread. 
Proud  and  infulting,  on  their  monarch's  head  ; 
When  whilft  they  made  religion  a  pretence. 
Out  of  the  world  they  banifh'd  common  fenfe ; 
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When  fome  foft  King,  too  open  to  deceit,  ' 
Eafy  and  unfufpeAing  join'd  the  cheat, 
Dup'd  by  mock  piety,  and  gave  his  name 
To  ferve  the  vilell^  purpoles  of  fhame. 
Fear  not,  my  people  !  where  no  caufe  of  fear 
Can  juftly  rife — your  King  fecures  you  here ; 
Your  King,  who  fcorns  the  haughty  prelate's  nod, 
Nor  deems  the  voice  of  priefts  the  voice  of  God. 

Let  me,  (tho'  lawyers  may  perhaps  forbid 
Their  Monarch  to  behold  what  they  wifti  hid. 
And  for  the  purpofes  of  knavifh  gain. 
Would  have  their  trade  a  myftery  remain) 
Uet  me,  difdaining  all  fuch  ilavilh^awe. 
Dive  to  the  very  bottom  of  the  law  ; 
Let  me  (the  weak  dead  letter  left  behind) 
Search  out  the  principles,  the  fpirit  find. 
Till  from  the  parts  made  mafter  of  the  whole,- 
I  fee  the  Conftitution's  very  foul. 

Let  me,  (tho*  ftatefmen  will  no  doubt  refrft> , 
And  to  my  eyes  prefent  a  fearful  lift 
Of  men  whofe  wills  are  oppofite  to  mine. 
Of  men,  great  men  !  determin'd  to  refign) 
Let  me. (with  firmnefs,  which  becomes  a  King, 
Confcious  from  what  a  fouree  my  adlions  fpring, 
Determin'd  not  by  worlds  to  be  withftood. 
When  my  grand  objeft  is  my  Country's  good) 
Unravel  all  low  minifterial  fcenes, 
Deftroy  their  jobs,  lay  bare  their  ways  and  means. 
And  trap  them  ftep  by  ftep  ;  let  me  well  know 
How  places,  penfions,  and  preferments,  go ; 

Why 
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Why  Guilt's  provided  for  when  Worth  is  not. 
And  why  one  man  of  merit  is  forgot ; 
Let  me  in  peace,  in  war,  fupreme  prefide. 
And  dare  to  know  my  way  without  a  guide. 

Let  me,   (tbo'  Dignity,  by  nature  proud. 
Retires  from  view,  and  fwells  behind  a  cloud,- 
As  if  the  fun  fhone  with  lefs  pow'rful  ray, 
Lefs  grace,  lefs  glory,  fhining  ev'ry  day, 
Tho'  when  fhe  comes  forth  into  public  fight. 
Unbending  as  a  ghoft  fhe  fla'ks  upright. 
With  fuch  an  air  as  we  have  often  feen. 
And  often  laugh'd  at  in  a  tragic  queen. 
Nor  at  her  prefence,  tho'  bafe  myriads  crook- 
The  fupple  knee,  vouchfafes  a  fingle  look) 
Let  me  (all  vain  parade,  all  empty  pride. 
All  terrors  of  dominion  laid  afide. 
All  ornament,  and  needlefs  helps  of  art,. 
All  thofe  big  looks  which  fpeak  a  little  heart) 
Know  (which  few  Kings,  alas !  have  ever  known) 
How  affability  becomes  a  throne, 
Deflroys  all  fear,  bids  love  with  rev'rence  live,. 
And  gives  thofe  graces  pride  can  never  give. 
Let  the  flem  tyrant  keep  a  diflant  flate. 
And,  hating  all  men,  fear  return  of  hate, 
Gonfcious  of  guilt,  retreat  behind  his  throne,, 
Secure  from  all  upbraidings  but  his  own  : 
Let  all  my  fubjefts  have  accefs  to  me. 
Be  my  ears  open  as  my  heart  is  free  ; 
In  full  fdr  tide  let  information  flow  ; 
That  evil  is  half  cur'd  whofe  caufe  we  know,. 
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And  thou,  where'er  thou  art,  thou  wretched  thing  ' 
Who  art  afraid  to  look  up  to  a  King, 
Lay  by  thy  fears — make  but  thy  grievatice  plain. 
And,  if  I  not  redrefs  thee,  may  my  reign 
Clofe  up  that  very  moment— To  prevent 
The  courfe  of  J  uftice  from  her  fair  intent. 
In  vain  my  neareft,  deareft  friend  fliall  plead. 
In  vain  my  mother  kneel — my  foul  may  bleed. 
But  muft  not  change — When  Juflice  draws  the  dart, 
Tho'  it  is  doom'd  to  pierce  a  favourite's  heart, 
'Tis  mine  to  give  it  force,  to  give  it  aim — 
I  knov/  it  Duty,  and  I  feel  it  Fame. 
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ENOUGH  of  J>^ors— let  them  play  the  play'r. 
And,  free  from  cenfure,  fret,  fvveat,  ftrut,  and 
Garrlck  abroad,  what  motives  can  engage  [ftare. 

To  wafte  one  couplet  on  a  barren  ftage  ? 
Ungrateful  Garrick  !   When  thefe  tajfy  days. 
In  juiHce  to  themfelves,  allow'd  thee  praife  ; 
When,  at  thy  bidding,  Senfe,  for  twenty  years, 
Indulg'd  in  laughter,  or  diflblv'd  in  tears  ; 
WTven,  in  return  for  labour,  time,  and  health. 
The  To\vn  had  giv'n  fome  little  ihare  of  wealth, 
Could'ft  thou  rerine  at  being  iHll  a  flave  ? 
Dar'ft  thou  prelume  t'  enjoy  that  wealth  fhe  gave  i 
Could'ft  thou  repine  at  laws  ordain'd  by  thofe. 
Whom  nothing  but  thy  merit  made  thy  foes  ; 
Whom,  too  refin'd  for  honefty  and  trade. 
By  Need  made  tradefmen,  Pride  had  bankrurts  made ; 
Whom  Fear  made  drunkards,  and  by  modern  rules, 
"Whom  Drink  made  wits,  the'  Nature  made  them  fools ; 
With  fuch,  beyond  all  pardon  is  thy  crime> 
In  fuch  a  manner,  and  at  fuch  a  time, 
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To  quit  the  ftage ;  but  men  of  real  fenfe. 
Who  neither  lightly  give  nor  take  offence. 
Shall  own  thee  clear,  or  pafs  an  aft  of  grace. 
Since  thou  hail  left  a  Powell  in  thy  place. 

Enough  of  Authors — Why,  when  fcribblers  faif, 
Muft  other  fcribblers  fpread  the  hateful  tale  ? 
Why  muft  they  pity,  why  contempt  exprefs. 
And  why  infult  a  brother  in  diflrefs  } 
Let  thofe,  who  boafl  th'  uncommon  gift  of  brains, 
The  laurel  pluck,  and  wear  it  for  their  pains  ; 
Frefti  on  their  brows  for  ages  let  it  bloom. 
And,  ages  paft,  ftill  ilourifii  round  their  tomb. 
Let  thofe,  who  without  genius  write,  and  write,. 
Verfemen  or  Profemen,  all  in  Nature's  fpite. 
The  pen  laid  down,  their  courfe  of  Folly  run 
In  peace,  unread,  unmention'd,  be  undone. 
Why  fhouid  I  tell,  to  crofs  the  will  of  fate. 
That  Francis  *  once  endeavour'd  to  tranflate  ? 
Why,  fweet  oblivion  winding  round  his  head. 
Should  I  recal  poor  Murphy  from  the  dead  ? 
Why  may  not  Langjiorne,  fimple  in  his  lay, 
EJ'uJion  on  Effi'fion  pour  away  f  ; 
With  Friendjhip  and  with  Fnncy  trifle  here. 
Or  flcep  in  Fajioral  at  Belvedere  %  ? 

*  Dr.  Philip  Francis,  tlie  tranflator  of  Horace  and  De 
Kiofthenes. 

•{-  See  the  Eft'ufions  of  Frrendihlp  and  Fancy,  by  Dr.  Lang 
home,  2vols.  lama.  1763. 

\  Sec  the  Enlargemsnt  of  the  Mind,  Langhcmc's  Poems. 
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Sleep  let  them  all,  with  Dullnefs  on  her  throne. 
Secure  from  any  malice  but  their  own. 

Enough  of  Critics— let  them,  if  they  pleafe. 
Fond  of  new  pomp,  each  month  pafs  new  decrees  j 
Wide  and  extenfive  be  their  infant  lUte, 
Their  fubjefts  many,  and  thofe  fubjefts  great, 
Whilft  all  their  mandates  as  found  law  fucceed. 
With  fools  who  write,  and  greater  fooh  who  read. 
What  tho'  they  lay  the  realms  of  Genius  walie. 
Fetter  the  fancy,  and  debauch  the  tafte  ; 
Tho'  they,  like  doftors,  to  approve  their  Cdil, 
Confult  not  how  to  cure,  but  how  to  kill  ; 
Tho'  by  whim,  envy,  or  refentment  led. 
They  damn  thofe  authors  whom  they  never  read  > 
The',  other  rules  unknown,  one  rule  they  hold. 
To  deal  out  fo  much  praife  for  fo  much  gold  ; 
Tho*  Scot  vr'ixh.  Scot,  in  damned  clofe  intngues, 
Againll  the  Commonwealth  of  Letters  leagues  ; 
Uncenfur'd  let  them  pilot  at  the  helm. 
And  rule  ia  letters,  as  they  rul'd  the  realm. 
Ours  be  the  curfe,  the  mean  tame  coward's  curfe, 
(No-  could  ingenious  Malice  make  a  worfe. 
To  do  our  Sen.'e  and  Honour  deep  defpite) 
To  credit  what  they  fay,  read  what  they  write. 

Enough  of  Scotland— \tX.  her  reft  in  peace. 
The  caufe  remov'd,  effefts  of  courfe  fhould  ceafe. 
Why  fhould  I  tell,  hew  Tix-eed,  too  mighty  grown. 
And  proudly  fwell'd  with  waters  not  his  own, 
Burft  o'er  his  banks,  and  by  deftruftion  led. 
O'er  our  faiift  England  deiblation  fpread, 

F  3  Whilft 
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Whilft  riding  on  his  waves.  Ambition  plum'd 
In  tenfold  pride,  the  port  of  Bute  affam'd. 
Now  that  the  River  God,  convinc'd,  tho'  late. 
And  yielding,  tho'  reluftantly,  to  fate. 
Holds  his  fair  courfe,  and  with  more  humble  tides. 
In  tribute  to  the  fea,  as  ufual,  glides. 

Enough  of  States,  and  fuch  like  trifling  things  j 
Enough  of  Kingiings,  and  enough  of  Kings  ; 
Henceforth,  fecure,  let  ambufh'd  flatefmen  lie. 
Spread  the  Court  web,  and  catch  the  patriot  fly  ; 
Henceforth,  unwhipt  of  Juftice,  uncontroul'd 
By  fear  or  ftiame,  let  Vice,  ferure  and  bold. 
Lord  it  with  all  her  fons,  whilft  Virtue's  groan 
Meets  with  compaflion.or.Iy  from  the  throne. 

Enough  of  Patriots— dll  I  afk  of  man. 
Is  only  to  be  honeft  as  he  can. 
Some  have  deceiv'd,  and  fome  ma.y  flill  deceive.; 
'Tis  the  fool's  curfe  at  random  to  believe. 
Would  thofe,  who,  by  opinion  plac'd  on  high. 
Stand  fair  and  perfeftin  their  Country's  eye. 
Maintain  that  honour,  let  me  in  their  ear 
Hint  this  eflfential  doftrine— /'^r/^x'^r^. 
Should  they  (which  Heav'n  forbid)  to  win  the  grace 
Of  fome  proud  courtier,  or  to  gain  a  place. 
Their  King  and  Country  fell,  with  endlefs  fliame 
Th'    avenging     Mufe    ihall    mark    each    traitorca: 

name ; 
But  if,  to  Honour  true,  they  fcorn  to  bend. 
And,  proudly  honeft,  hold  out  to  the  end^ 
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Their  grateful  Country  (hall  their  fame  record. 
And  I  myfelf  defcend  to  praife  a  Lord. 

Enough  of  fVilkes — with  good  and  honeft  men 
His  aftions  fpeak  much  ftronger  than  my  pen. 
And  future  ages  fnall  his  name  adore. 
When  he  can  aft,  and  1  can  write  no  more. 
England  may  prove  ungrateful,  and  unjuft. 
But  foft'ring  France  fhall  ne'er  betray  her  trull ; 
'Tis  a  brave  debt  which  gods  on  men  impofe. 
To  pay  with  praife  the  merit  e'en  of  foes. 
When  the  great  warrior  of  Amilcar's  race 
Made  Rome's  wide  empire  tremble  to  her  bafe. 
To  prove  her  virtue,  tho'  it  gall'd  her  pride, 
Rome  gave  that  fame  which  Carthage  had  deny'd. 

Enough  of  5^^— that  darling  lufcious  theme. 
O'er  which  phUofophers  in  raptures  dream  ; 
Of  wlxich  with  feeming  difregard  they  write, 
Tiicn  prizing  moft,  when  moft  they  feem  to  flight  ; 
Vain  proof  of  folly  tinftur'd  llrong  v^ith  pride  ! 
What  man  can  from  himfelf  himfelf  divide  ? 
For  me,   (nor  dare  I  lie)  my  leading  aim 
(Confcience  f.rft  fatisfieJ)  is  love  of  fame. 
Some  little  fame  deriv'd  from  fome  brave  few. 
Who  prizing  Honour,  prize  her  vot'ries  too. 
Let  all  (nor  ihall  refentment  9u{h  my  cheek) 
Who  know  me  v/ell,  what  Lhey  know,  freely  fpeak. 
So  thole  (the  greateft  curfe  I  meet  below) 
Who  know  me  not,  may  not  pretend  to  know. 
Let  none  of  thofe,  vhom  blefs'd  vath  parts  above 
My  feeble  gemus,  ilill  I  dare  to  love, 

F  4  Doing 
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Doing  more  mifchief  than  a  thoufand  foes, 
Pojihumous  nonfenfe  to  the  world  expofe. 
And  call  it  mine,  for  mine  tho'  never  known. 
Or  which,  if  mine,  I  living  blufli'd  to  own. 
Km-M  all  the  nxicrld,  no  greedy  heir  fhall  find. 
Die  when  I  v/ill,  one  couplet  left  behind. 
Let  none  of  thofe,  whom  I  defpife  tho'  great. 
Pretending  friendfhip  to  give  malice  weight, 
Publifh  my  life  ;  let  no  falfe,  fneaking  Peer, 
(  Some  fuch  there  are)  to  win  the  public  ear. 
Hand  me  to  fhame  with  fome  vile  anecdote. 
Nor  foul-gall'd  Bilhop  damn  me  with  a  note. 
Let  one  poor  fprig  of  bay  around  my  head 
Eloom  whilft  I  live,  and  point  me  out  when  dead  ; 
Let  it  (may  Heav'n  indulgent  grant  that  pray'r) 
Be  planted  on  my  grave,  nor  wither  there  ; 
And  when,  on  travel  bound,  fome  riming  gueft 
Roams  thro'  the  church-yard  whilft  his  dinner's  drefs'd. 
Let  it  hold  up  this  comment  to  his  eyes  ; 
"  Life  to  the  laft  enjoy'd,  here  Churchill  lies  ;" 
Whilft  (O,  what  joy  that  pleafing  flatt'ry  gives) 
Reading  my  Works,  he  cries — "Here  Churchill  lives.' 

Enough  of  Satire — in  lefs  harden'd  times 
Great  was  her  force,  and  mighty  were  her  rimes. 
I've  read  of  men,  beyond  man's  daring  brave. 
Who  yet  have  trembled  at  the  ftrokes  ftie  gave, 
Whofe  fouls  have  felt  more  terrible  alarms 
From  her  one  line,  than  from  a  world  in  arms. 
When,  in  her  faithful  and  immortal  page. 
They  faw  tranfmitled  down  from  age  to  age 

Recorded 


THE      CANDIDATE.  73 

Recorded  villains,  and  each  fpotted  name 

Branded  with  marks  of  everlafting  ftiame. 

Succeeding  villains  fought  her  as  a  friend. 

And,  if  not  really  mended,  feign'd  to  mend. 

But  in  an  age,  when  adions  are  allow'd 

Which  ftrike  all  honour  dead,  and  crimes  avow'd. 

Too  terrible  to  fuffer  the  report, 

Avow'd  and  prais'd  by  men  who  ftain  a  Court ; 

Propp'J  by  the  arm  of  Pow'r,  when  Vice,  high-born. 

High-bred,  high-ltadon'd,  holds  rebuke  in  fcorn  ; 

When  (he  is  loft  to  ev'ry  thought  of  fame. 

And,  to  all  virtue  dead,  is  dead  to  fhame  ; 

When  Prudence  a  mucn  eafier  tafk  mull  hold 

To  make  a  new  world,  than  refcrm  the  old  j 

Satire  throws  by  h^r  arrows  on  the  ground. 

And  if  flie  cannot  cure,  Ihe  will  not  wound. 

Come,  Panegyrick— tho'  the  Mufe  difdains. 
Founded  on  truth,  to  proftitute  her  llrains 
At  the  bafe  inftance  of  thofe  men,  who  hold 
No  argument  but  pow'r,  no  God  but  gold  ; 
Yet,  mindful  that  from  heav'n  Ihe  drew  her  birth. 
She  fcoms  the  narrow  maxims  of  this  earth. 
Virtuous  herfelf,  brings  \'irtue  forth  to  view. 
And  loves  to  praife,  where  praife  is  julHy  due. 

Come,  Panegyrick — in  a  former  hour. 
My  foul  with  pleafure  yielding  to  thy  pow'r. 
Thy  Ihrine  1  fo'jght,  I  pray'd — but  wanton  air. 
Before  it  reach'd  thy  ears,  difpers'd  my  pray'r  ; 
E'en  at  thy  altars  whilft  I  took  my  ftand. 
The  pen  of  Truth  and  Honour  in  my  hand. 

Fate, 
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Fate,  meditating  wrath  'gainll  me  ^nd  mine, 
•Chid  my  fond  zeal,  and  thwarted  my  defign, 
Whilft,  Hayter  *  brought  too  quickly  to  his  end, 
I  loft  a  fubjeft,  and  mankind  a  friend. 

Come,  Panegyrick — bending  at  thy  throne. 
Thee  and  thy  pow'r  my  foul  is  proud  to  own. 
Be  thou  my  kind  proteftor,  thou  my  guide. 
And  lead  me  fafe  thro'  pafles  yet  untry'd. 
Broad  is  the  road,  nor  difficult  to  find. 
Which  to  the  houfe  of  Satire  leads  mankind  ; 
Narrow  and  unfrequented  are  the  ways. 
Scarce  found  out  in  an  age,  which  lead  to  praife. 

What  tho'  no  theme  I  chufe  of  vulgar  note. 
Nor  wifli  to  write  as  brother-Bards  have  wrote. 
So  mild,  fo  meek  in  praifing,  that  they  feem 
Afraid  to  wake  their  patrons  from  a  dream ; 
What  tho'  a  theme  I  chufe,  which  might  demand 
The  niceft  touches  of  a  mafter's  hand  ; 
Yet,  if  the  inward  workings  of  my  foul 
Deceive  me  not,  I  fhall  attain  the  goal. 
And  Envy  fhall  behold,  in  triumph  rais'd. 
The  Poet  praifing,  and  the  Patron  prais'd. 

What  Patron  fhall  I  chufe  ?  Shall  public  voice 
Or  private  knowledge  influence  my  choice  ? 
Shall  I  prefer  the  grand  retreat  of  Stowe, 
Or,  feeking  Patriots,  to  friend  Wildman's  f  go  ? 

*  Dr.  Thomas  Hayter,  Biftjop  of  London.    He  died  January 
5j  1762. 

f  Mafter  of  the  Tavsrn  where  tho  then  OpfJofers  of  Admi- 
niftratioft  ufcd  to  meet. 

To 


THE      CANDIDATE.  75 

To  WiWman's  !  cry'd  Difcretion,  (who  had  heard, 
Clofe-ftanding  at  my  elbow,  ev'ry  word) 
To  Wildman's !  Art  thou  mad  ?  Can'ft  thou  be  fure 
One  moment  there  to  have  thy  head  fecare  ? 
Are  they  not  all  (let  obfervation  tell) 
All  mark'd  in  charadlers  as  black  as  hell. 
In  Doom/day  book  by  Minifters  fet  down. 
Who  ftile  their  pride  the  honour  of  the  Crown  ? 
Make  no  reply -^let  Reafon  ftand  aloof— 
Prefumptions  here  muft  pafs  as  folemn  proof. 
That  fettled  faith,  that  lave  which  ever  fprings 
In  the  bell  fubjefts  for  the  beft  of  Kings, 
,Muft  not  be  meafur'd  now,  by  what  men  think. 
Or  fay,  or  do — by  what  they  eat,  and  drink  ; 
Where  and  with  whom,  that  queftion's  to  be  try'd. 
And  Statefmen  are  the  Judges  to  decide  ; 
No  juries  call'd,  or,  if  call'd,  kept  in  awe. 
They,  fads  confeft,  in  themfelves  veil  the  law. 
.Each  difh  at  Wildman's  of  fedition  fmacks ; 
Blafphemy  may  be  gofpel  at  Almack's. 

Peace,  good  Difcretion,  peace — thy  fears  are  vaial 
Ne'er  will  I  herd  with  Wildman's  faftious  tram. 
Never  the  vengeance  of  the  great  incur. 
Nor,  without  might,  againft  the  mighty  ftir. 
If,  from  long  proof,  my  temper  you  diftruft, 
'Weigh  my  profeffion,  to  my  gown  be  juft ; 
Doft  thou  one  Parfon  know  fo  void  of  grace 
To  pay  his  court  to  patrons  out  of  place  ? 

If  fliJI  you  doubt  (tho'  fcarce  a  doubt  remains) 
Search  thro'  my  alter'd  heart,  and  try  ray  reins ; 

There, 
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There,  fearching,  find,  nor  deem  me  now  in  fport, 

A  convert  made  by  Sandwich  to  the  Court. 

Let  madmen  follow  error  to  the  end, 

I,  of  miftakes  convinc'd,  and  proud  to  mend. 

Strive  to  aft  better,  being  better  taught. 

Nor  blufti  to  own  that  change,  which  Reafon  wrought. 

For  fuch  a  change  as  this,  muft  Juftice  fpeak  ; 

My  heart  was  honeft,  but  my  head  was  weak. 

Bigot  to  no  one  man,  or  fet  of  men. 
Without  one  felfifh  view,  I  drew  my  pen  ; 
My  Country  afk'd,  or  feem'd  to  aflc  my  aid. 
Obedient  to  that  call,  I  left  off  trade  ; 
A  fide  I  chofe,  and  on  that  fide  was  ftrong, 
'Till  time  hath  fairly  prov'd  me  in  the  wrong  ; 
Convinc'd,  I  change  (can  any  man  do  more  ? 
And  have  not  greater  patriots  chang'd  before  :) 
Chang'd,  I  at  once  (can  any  man  do  lefs  f) 
Without  a  fingle  blufli,  that  change  confefs  ; 
Confefs  it  with  a  manly  kind  of  pride. 
And  quit  the  lofing  for  the  winning  fide  ; 
Granting,  whilft  virtuous  Sandwich  holds  the  rein. 
What  Bute  for  ages  might  have  fought  in  vain. 

Hail,  Sandwich — nor  ihall  Wilkes  rcfentracnt  Ihew, 
Hearing  the  praifes  of  fo  brave  a  foe — 
Hail,  Sandwich — nor,  thro'  pride,  fhalt  thou  refufe 
The  grateful  tribute  of  fo  mean  aMufe — 
Sandwich,  all  hail — when  Bute  with  foreign  hand. 
Grown  wanton  with  ambition,  fcourg'd  the  land. 
When  Scots,  or  flaves  to  Scot/men,  ftcer'd  the  helm. 
When  peace,  inglorious  peace,  difgrac'd  the  realm, 

Dlllru!!, 
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Diftruft,  and  gen'ral  difcontent  prevail'd ; 

But  when  (he  beft  knows  why)  his  fpirits  fail'd  ; 

When,  with  a  fudden  panic  ftruck,  he  fled, 

Sneak'd  out  of  pow'r,  and  hid  his  recreant  head  ; 

When,  like  a  Mars  (fear  order'd  to  retreat) 

We  faw  thee  nimbly  vault  into  his  feat. 

Into  the  feat  of  pow'r,  at  one  bold  leap, 

A   perfeft  connoiffeur  in  Statefmanlhip  ; 

When,  like  another  Machiavel,  we  faw 

Thy  fingers  twilling  and  untwifting  law. 

Straining,  where  godlike  Reafon  bade,  and  where^ 

She  warranted  thy  mercy,  pleas'd  to  fpare  ; 

Saw  thee  refolv'd,  and  fix'd  (come  what,  come  might) 

To  do  thy  God,  thy  King,  thy  Country  right  ; 

All  things  were  chang'd,  fufpence  remain'd  no  more^^ 

Certainty  reign'd  where  doubt  had  rrfgn'd  before. 

All  felt  thy  virtues,  and  all  knew  their  ufe,  • 

What  virtues  fuch  as  thine  mull  needs  produce. 

Thy  foes  (for  Honour  ever  meets  with,  foes) 
i'oo  mean  to  praife,  too  fearful  to  oppofe. 
In  fallen  filence  fit ;  thy  friends  (fome  few. 
Who,  friends  to  thee,  are  friends  to  Honour  too) 
Plaud  thy  brave  bearing,  and  the  Common-weal 
Expefts  her  iafety  from  thy  ftabborn  zeal. 
A  place  amongft  the  reft  the  Mufes  claim. 
And  bring  tiiis  free-wiil  off'ring  to  thy  fame. 
To  prove  their  virtue,  make  thy  virtues  knowny 
And,  holding  up  thy  fame,  fecure  their  own. 

From  his  youth  upwards,  to  the  prefect  day,. 
W  hen  vices  ciore  than  years  have  maxk'd  him  grey. 

When 
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When  riotous  excefs  with  wafteful  hand 

Shakes  Life's  frail  glafs,  and  haftes  each  ebbing  fan<3. 

Unmindful  from  what  ftock  he  drew  his  birth. 

Untainted  with  one  deed  of  real  worth, 

Lothario,  holding  Honour  at  no  price. 

Folly  to  folly  added,  vice  to  vice. 

Wrought  fin  with  greedinefs,  and  fought  for  fhame 

With  greater  zeal  than  good  men  feek  for  fame. 
Where  (Reafon  left  without  the  leait  defence) 

Laughter  was  Mirth,  Obfcenity  was  Senfe, 

Where  Impudence  made  Decency  fubmit. 

Where  Noife  was  Humour,  and  where  Whim  was  Wit, 

Where  rude,  untemper'd  Licence  had  the  merit 

Of  Liberty,  and  Lunacy  was  Spirit, 

Where  the  belt  things  were  ever  held  the  worft, 

Lothario  was,  with  juftice,  always  iirft. 

To  whip  a  top,  to  knuckle  down  at  taw. 
To  fwing  upon  a  gate,  to  ride  a  ftraw. 
To  play  at  pu(h-pin  with  dull  brother  Peers, 
To  belch  out  catches  in  a  porter's  ears. 
To  reign  the  monarch  of  a  midnight  cell. 
To  be  the  gaping  Chairman's  oracle, 
Wh :1ft,  in  moil  bleffed  union,  rogue  and  whore 
Clap  hands,  huzza,  and  hiccup  out  Encore, 
Whilft  grey  Authority,  who  fiumbers  there 
In  robes  of  watchman's  fur,  gives  up  his  chair  ; 
With  midnight  howl  to  bay  th'  affrighted  moon. 
To  walk  with  torches  thro'  the  ftreets  at  noon. 
To  force  plain  Nature  from  her  ufual  way. 
Each  night  a  vigil,  and  a  blank  each  day  ; 

To 
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To  match  for  fpeed  one  feather  'gainft  another. 
To  make  one  leg  run  races  with  his  brother  ; 
'Gainft  all  the  reft  to  take  the  northern  wind, 
Bute  to  ride  firft,  and  he  to  ride  behind  ; 
To  coin  new-fangled  wagers,  and  to  lay  'em. 
Laying  to  lofe,  and  loiing  not  to  pay  'em  ; 
Lothario,  on  that  ftock  which  Nature  gives. 
Without  a  rival  ftands,  tho'  March  *  yet  lives. 

When  Folly,  (at  that  name,  in  duty  bound. 
Let  fubjeft  myriads  kneel,  and  kiis  the  ground, 
Whilft  they  who,  in  the  prefence,  upright  ftand. 
Are  held  as  rebels  thro'  the  loyal  land) 
Queen  ev'ry  where,  but  moft  a  Queen  in  Courts, 
Sent  forth  her  heralds,  and  prodaim'd  her  fports. 
Bade  fool  with  fool  on  her  behalf  engage. 
And  prove  her  right  to  reign  from  age  to  age  ; 
Lothario,  great  above  the  common  iize. 
With  all  engag'd ,  and  won  from  all  the  prize  ; 
Her  cap  he  wears,  which  from  his  youth  he  wore. 
And  ev'ry  day  deferves  it  more  and  more. 

Nor  in  fuch  limits  refts  his  foul  confin'd  ; 
Folly  may  (hare,  but  can't  engrofs  his  mmd ; 
Vice,  bold,  fubftantial  Vice,  puts  in  her  claim. 
And  ftamps  him  perfeft  in  the  books  of  ftiame. 
Obferve  his  foUies  well,  and  you  would  fwear 
Folly  had  been  his  firft,  his  only  care  ; 
Cblerve  his  vices,  you'll  that  oath  difown. 
And  fwear  that  he  was  born  for  vice  alone. 

•  Afterwards  Duke  of  QucenXbury. 
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Is  the  foft  nature  of  fome  haplefs  maid 
Fond,  eafy,  full  of  faith,  to  be  betray'd  ; 
Muft  fhe,  to  virtue  loft,  be  loft  to  fame. 
And  he  who  wrought  her  guilt,  declare  her  fliame  T 
Is  fome  brave  friend,  who,  men  but  little  known. 
Deems  ev'^ry  heart  as  honeft  as  his  own. 
And,  free  himlelf,  in  others  fears  no  guilie,. 
To  be  enfnar'd,  and  ruin'd  with  a  fmile  ? 
Is  Law  to  be  perverted  from  her  courfe  ? 
Is  abjeft  fraud  to  league  with  brutal  force  ? 
Is  Freedom  to  be  crulh'd,  and  ev'ry  fon. 
Who  dares  maintain  her  caufe,  to  be  undone  ? 
Is  bafe  Corruption,  creeping  thro*  the  land. 
To  plan,  and  work  her  ruin,  underhand. 
With  regular  approaches,  fure  tho'  flow  ? 
Or  muft  ftie  perifli  by  a  fmgle  blow  ? 
Are  Kings,   (who  truft  to  fervants,  and  depend 
In  ferv'ants  (fond,  vain  thought)  to  find  a  friend,. 
To  be  abns'd,  and  made  to  draw  their  breath 
In  darkncfb-  thicker  than  the  fhades  of  death  ? 
Is  God's  moft  holy  name  to  be  profan'd. 
His  word  rejecled,  and  his  laws  arraign'd. 
His  fervants  fcorn'd,  as  men  who  idly  dream'd. 
His  fervice  kugh'd  at,  and  his  Son  blafphem'd  ?. 
Are  debauchees  in  morals  to  prefide  ? 
Is  Faith  to  take  an  Atheift  for  her  guide  ? 
Is  Science  by  a  blockhead  to  be  led  ? 
Are  States  to  totter  on  a  drunkard's  head  ? 
To  anfwer  all.  thefe  purpofes,  and  more, 
Jdore  black  than  ever  villain  plann'd  before,. 

Search 
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Search  earth,  fearch  hell,  the  Devil  cannot  find 
An  agent,  like  Lothario,  to  his  mind. 

Is  this  Nobility,  which,  fprung  from  Kings, 
Was  meant  to  fwell  the  pow'r  from  whence  it  fprings. 
Is  this  the  glorious  produce,  this  the  fruit. 
Which  Nature  hop'd  for  from  fo  rich  a  root  ? 
Were  there  but  two  (fearch  all  the  world  around) 
Were  there  but  two  fuch  Nobles  to  be  found,  . 
The  very  name  would  fmk  into  a  term 
Of-  fcorn,  and  Man  would  rather  be  a  worm 
Than  be  a  Lord  ;  but  Nature,  full  of  grace. 
Nor  meaning  birth  and  titles  to  be  bafe. 
Made  only  one  ;  and,  having  made  him,  fwore. 
In  mercy  to  mankind,  to  make  no  more. 
Nor  ftopp'd  {he  there,  but,  like  a  gen'rous  friend. 
The  ills  which  error  caus'd,  Ihe  ftrove  to  mend  ; 
And,  having  brought  Lothario  forth  to  view. 
To  fave  her  credit,  brought  forth  Sandwich  too. 

Gods  !  with  what  joy,  what  honeft  joy  of  heart. 
Blunt  as  I  am,  and  void  of  ev'ry  art. 
Of  ev'ry  art  which  great  ones  in  the  State 
Praftife  on  knaves  they  fear,  and  fools  they  hate. 
To  titles  with  reludlance  taught  to  bend. 
Nor  prone  to  think  that  virtues  can  defcend. 
Do  I  behold  (a- fight,  alas  !  more  rare 
Than  Honefty  cuuid  wifh)  the  Noble  wear 
His  father's  honours,  when  his  life  makes  known 
They're  his  by  virtue,  not  by  birth  alone. 
When  he  recalls  his  fatherfrom  the  grave. 
And  pays  with  int'reH  back  that  f:iine  be  gave. 
Voi.  LXVn.  G  Cur'd 
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Cur'd  of  her  fplenetic  and  fullen  fits. 

To  fuch  a  Peer  my  willing  foul  fubmits. 

And  to  fuch  virtue  is  more  proud  to  yield. 

Than  'gainft  ten  titled  rogues  to  keep  the  field. 

Such  (for  that  truth  e'en  Envy  fhall  allow) 

Such  Wyndham  *  was,  and  fuch  is  Sandwich  how. 

O  gentle  Montague,  in  bleffed  hour 
Did'lt  thou  Itart  up,  and  climb  the  flairs  of  Pow'rj 
England  of  all  her  fears  at  once  was  eas'd, 
JJor,  'mongft  her  many  foes,  was  one  difpleas'd. 
France  heard  the  news,  and  told  it  Ctujin  Spain  ; 
Spain  heard,  and  told  it  Coujin  France  again  ; 
The  Hollander  relinquifh'd  his  defign 
Of  adding  fpice  to  fpice,  and  mine  to  mine. 
Of  Indian  villainies  he  thought  no  more. 
Content  to  rob  us  on  our  native  ftiore  ; 
Aw'd  by  thy  fame,  (which  winds  with  open  mouth 
Shall  blow  from  Eaft  to  Weil,  from  North  to  South) 
The  Weflern  World  fliall  yield  us  her  increafe. 
And  her  wild  Ions  be  foffen'd  into  peace  ; 
Rich  jplaflern  Monarchs  fhall  exhauft  their  ftores. 
And  pour  unbounded  wealth  on  Albion's  Ihores ; 
Unbounded  v/ealth,  which  from  thofe  golden  fcenes. 
And  all  acquired  by  honourable  means. 
Some  honourable  Chief  ihall  hither  fleer. 
To  pay  our  debts,  and  fet  the  nation  clear. 

Nabobs  rliemfelves,  allur'd  by  thy  renown. 
Shall  pay  due  homage  to  the  Englifh  crown, 

*  Earl  of  Egremont.    He  died  Augull  1763. 

Shall 
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Shall  freely  as  their  King  our  King  receive— —. 
Provided  the  DireSicrs  gi--ve  them  kct'oe. 

Union  at  home  fhall  mark  each  rifmg  year. 
Nor  taxes  be  ccraplain'd  of,  the'  fevere  ; 
En\7  her  own  deftroyer  fhall  become. 
And  Faction  with  her  thoufand  mouths  be  dumb  ; 
With  the  meek  man  thy  meefcnefs  fhall  prevail. 
Nor  with  the  fpirited  thy  fpirit  fail  ; 
Sonie  to  thy  force  of  reafon  fhall  fubmit. 
And  fome  be  converts  to  thv  princely  wit  ; 
Rev'rence  for  thee  Ihall  ftill  a  Nation's  cries. 
A  grand  concurrence  crown  a  grand  excife  ; 
And  unbelievers  of  the  firft  degree, 
Who  have  no  faith  in  God,  have  faith  in  thee. 

When  a  ftrange  jumble,  whimfical  and  vain, 
PofTefs'd  the  region  of  each  heated  brain  ; 
When  fome  were  fools  to  cenfure,  fome  to  praif- 
And  all  were  mad,  but  mad  in  difF'rcnt  wavs ; 
When  Commonwealth's-men,  Parting  at  the  fhade 
^hich  m  their  own  wild  fancy  had  been  made. 
Of  tyrants  drcam'd,  who  wore  a  thorny  crown. 
And  with  Statc-bloodhounds  hunted  Freedom  down  • 
\^  hen  others,  ftruck  v.-ith  fancies  not  lefs  vair,         ' 
>aw  mighty  Kings  by  their  own  fubjea?  flain, 
And  m  each  friend  of  Liber^/  and  Law 
i^'ith  horror  big,  a  future  Cromwell  faw; 
rhy  manly  zeal  ftepp'd  forth,  bade  difcord  ceafe 
'ind  fung  each  jarring  atom  into  peace ; 
l^aberty,  chear'd  by  thy  all-chearing  eye, 
iiiall,  v/aHng  from  her  trance,  live  dnd  not  die ; 

^  2  And> 
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And,  patronlz'd  by  thee.  Prerogative 
Shall,  ftriding  forth  at  large,  not  die,-  but  live  j^' 
Whilft  Privilege,  hung  betwixt  earth  and  Iky, 
Shall  not  well  know,  whether  to  live  or  die. 

When  on  a  rock  which  overhung  the  flood. 
And  {eem'd  to  totter.  Commerce  fhiv'ring  flood  j 
When  Credit,  building  on  a  fandy  fhore. 
Saw  the  fea  fwell,  and  heard  the  tempeft  roar. 
Heard  death  in  ev'ry  blaft,  and  in  each  wave 
Or  faw,  or  fancied  that  ihe  faw  her  grave  ; 
When  Property,  transferr'd  from  hand  to  hand, 
Weaken'd  by  change,  crawl'd  fickly  thro'  the  land  ; 
When  mutual  confidence  was  at  an  end. 
And  man  no  longer  could  on  man  depend  ; 
Cnprefs'd  with  debts  of  more  than  common  weight,. 
Vv^hen  ail  men  fear'd  a  bankruptcy  of  State ; 
When,  certain  death  to  honour,  and  to  trade, 
A  fponge  was  talk'd  of  as  our  only  aid. 
That  to  be  fav'd  we  muft  be  more  undone, 
And  pay  ofr  all  our  debts,  by  paying  none  ; 
Like  England's  better  Genius,  born  to  blefs. 
And  fnatch  his  finking  Country  from  diflrefs, 
Did*{t  thou  flep  forth,  and  without  fail  or  oar 
Pilot  the  Ihatter'd  veffel  fafe  to  fhore  ;, 
Nor  fhalt  thou  quit,  till  anchor'd  firm  and  fafl. 
She  rides  fecure,  and  mocks  the  threat'ning  blafl ! 

Born  in  thy  houfe,  and  in  thy  fervice  bred, 
Nurs'd  in  thy  arms,  and  at  thy  table  fed. 
By  thy  fage  counfels  to  rcRcftion  brought. 
Yet  mor;  by  pattern  than  by  precept  taught, 

Oeconomy 
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Oeconomy  her  needful  aid  (hall  join 
To  forward  and  compleat  thy  grand  defign. 
And,  warm  to  fave,  but  yet  with  fpirit  warm. 
Shall  her  own  condudl  from  thy  conduft  form. 
Let  friends  cf  prodigals  fay  what  they  will. 
Spendthrifts  at  home,  abroad  are  fpendthrifts  Ilitt» 
In  vain  have  fly  and  fubtle  Sophills  tried 
Private  from  public  juftice  to  divide; 
For  credit  on  each  other  they  rely. 
They  live  together,  and  together  die. 
'Gainft  all  experience  'tis  a  rank  offence, 
High-treafon  in  the  eye  of  Common  Senfe, 
To  think  a  Statefman  ever  can  be  known 
To  pay  our  debts,  who  will  not  pay  his  own. 
But  now,  tho'  late,  now  may  we  hope  to  fee 
Our  debts  difcbarg'd,  our  credit  fair  and  free. 
Since  rigid  Honelly,  fair  fall  that  hour. 
Sits  at  the  helm,  and  Sandwich  is  in  pow'r. 
With  what  delight  I  view  thee,^  wond'rous  man, 
'  With  what  delight  furvey  thy  ilerling  plan, 
!rhat  plan  which  all  with  wonder  muil  behold. 
And  ftamp  thy  age  the  only  age  of  gold. 

Nor  reft  thy  triumphs  here— That  Dilcord  fled. 
And  fought  with  grief  the  hell  where  fhe  was  bred  j 
That  Fa<flion,  'gainil  her  nature  forc'd  to  yield. 
Saw  her  rude  rabble  fcatter'd  o'er  the  field. 
Saw  her  beil  friends  a  Handing  je;1  become. 
Her  fools  tum'd  fpeakers,  and  her  wits  ftruck  dumb ; 
That  our  mofl  bitter  foes  (fo  much  depends 
On  men  of  .-.ame)  are  tum'd  to  cordial  friends  ; 

Gj  That 
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That  our  offended  friends  (fuch  terjor  flews 
From  men  ojDname)  dare  not  appear  our  foes ; 
That  Credit,  gafping  in  the  jaws  of  death. 
And  ready  to  expire  with  ev'ry  breath. 
Grows  llronger  from  difeafe  ;  that  thou  haft  fav'd 
Th.y  drooping  Country  ;  that  thy  name  engrav'd 
On  plates  of  brafs  defies  the  rage  of  time  ; 
Than  plates  of  hra(s  more  firm,  that  fecred  riiae 
Embalms  thy  mem'ry,  bids  thy  glories  live. 
And  gives  thee- what  the  Mufe  alone  can  give  ; 
Thsfe  heights  of  Virtue,  thefe  rcv^'ards  of  Fame, 
With  thee  in  common  ctlier  patriots  claim. 

But  that  ppor  iickly  Science,  who  had  laid 
And  droop'd  for  years  beneath  Negleft's  cold  fcade. 
By  thofe  who  itnew  her  porpofely  forgot. 
And  i^aifi  the  jeft  of  thofe  who  kew  her  not, 
Whilft  Ignoran.ce  in  pow'r,  and  pamper'd  Pride, 
Clad  like, a  prieli,  pafs'd  by  on  t'  other  fid?, 
Recover'd  from  her  wretched,  ftate,  at  length 
Puts  on  new  health,  and  cloaths  herfeif  with  ftrength. 
To  thee  we  owe,  and  to  thy  friendly  hand. 
Which  rais'd,  and  gave  her  to  poffefs  the  land. 
This  praife,  tho'  in  a  Court,  and  near  a  throne. 
This  praife  is  thine,  and  thine,  alas  !  alone. 

With  what  fond  rapture  did  the  Goddefs  fmile. 
What  bleiTings  did  fhe  promife  to  this  ifle. 
What  honour  to  herfelf,  and  length  of  reign  ! 
Soon  as  fhe  heard,  that  thou  did'ft  not  difdain 
To  be  her  Ikward  ;  but  what  grief,  what  fhame. 
What  rage,  what  dilappointment  ihook  her  frame, 

Whe>\ 
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When  her  proud  children  dar'd  her  will  difpute. 
When  youth  was  infolent,  and  age  was  mute. 

That  young  men  (hould  be  fools,  and  fome  wild  few. 
To  wifdom  deaf,  be  deaf  to  int'reft  too,    . 
Mov'd  not  her  wonder  ;  but  that  men  grown  grey 
In  fearch  of  wifdom,  men  who  own'd  the  fway 
Of  Reafon,  men  who  ftubbornly  kept  down 
Each  rifing  paffion,  men  who  wore  the  gown. 
That  they  ihould  crofs  her  will,  that  they  fhould  dare 
Againft  the  caufe  of  int'reft  to  declare. 
That  they  ftiould  be  fo  abjeft  and  unwife. 
Having  no  fear  of  lofs  before  their  eyes. 
Nor  hopes  of  gain,  fcorning  the  ready  means 
Of  being  Vicars,  Redlors,  Canons,  Deans, 
With  all  thofe  honours  which  on  Mitres  wait. 
And  mark  the  virtuous  favourites  of  State  ; 
That  they  fhould  dare  a  Hardwicke  to  fupport. 
And  talk  within  the  hearing  of  a  Court, 
Of  that  vile  beggar  Confcience,  who  undone. 
And  ftarv'd  herfelf,  ftarves  ev'ry  wretched  fon  ; 
This  turn'd  her  blood  to  gall,  this  made  her  fvvear 
No  more  to  throw  away  her  time  and  care 
On  wayward  fons  who  fcorn'd  her  love,  no  more 
To  hold  her  courts  on  Cam's  ungrateful  fnore. 
Rather  than  bear  fuch  infults,  which  dilgrace 
Her  royalty  of  nature,  birth,  and  place, 
Tho'  Dullnefs  there  unrivall'd  ftate  lioth  keep. 
Would  Ihe  at  Wjnchefter  with  Burton  *  lleep  ; 

?  Dr.  John  Burton,  Mafter  of  Wlnchefter  School. 

G  4  Or, 
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Or,  to  exchange  the  mortifying  fcene 
For  fomething  ftill  more  dull,  and  ftill  more  mean> 
Rather  than  bear  fuch  infults,  ihe  would  fly 
•  Far,  far  beyond  the  fearch  of  EngUfii  eye. 
And  reign  amongll:  the  Scots  :  to  be  a  Queen 
Is  worth  ambition,  tho'  in  Aberdeen. 
O,  ftay  thy  flight,  fair  Science  !  What  tho'  fomc. 
Some  bafe-born  children  rebels  are  become, 
AU  are  not  rebels  ;  fome  are  duteous  ftill. 
Attend  thy  precepts,  and  obey  thy  will  ; 
Thy  int'reft  is  oppos'd  by  thofe  alone. 
Who  either  know  not,  or  oppofe  their  own. 
Of  ft:ubborn  virtue,  marching  to  thy  aid, 
Eehold  in  black,  the  liv'ryof  their  trade, 
Marlhall'd  by  Form,  and  by  Difcretion  led, 
A  grave,  grave  troop,  and  Smith  is  at  their  head. 
Black  *  Smith  of  Trinity  ;  on  Chriftian  ground 
For  faith  in  myfteries  none  more  renown'd. 
Next  ( .'or  the.  beft  of  caufes  now  and  then 
Muft  beg  afliftance  from  the  worft  of  men) 
Next  (if  old  ftory  lies  not)  fprung  from  Greece, 
Comes  Pandarus,  Jjat  comes  without  his  niece. 
Her,  wretched  maid  !  committed  to  his  truft. 
To  a  rank  letcher's  coarfe  and  bloated  luft. 
The  arch,  old,  hoary  hypocrite  had  fold. 
And  thought  himfelf  and  her  well  damn 'd  for  gold. 
But  (to  wipe  off  fuch  traces  from  the  mind. 
And  make  us  in  good  humour  with  mankind) 

*  Dr.  Robert  Smith,  Mailer  of  Trinity  College,  Cambridge. 

..I.eadii»g 
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Leading  on  men,  who,  in  a  College  bred. 

No  woman  knew  but  thofe  which  made  their  bed, 

Who,  planted  Virgins  on  Cam's  virtuous  Ihore, 

Continued  ftill  Male  Virgins  at  threefccre. 

Comes  Sumner  *,  wife,  and  chafte  as  chafte  can  be. 

With  Long.-f-,  as  \n{e,  and  not  lefs  chafte  than  he. 

Are  there  not  friends,  too,  enter'd  in  thycaufe. 
Who,  for  thy  fake,  defying  penal  laws. 
Were,  to  fupport  thy  honourable  plan. 
Smuggled  from  Jerfey  and  the  lile  of  Man  ? 
Are  there  not  Philomaths  of  high  degree 
Who,  always  dumb  before,  Ihall  fpeak  for  thee  ? 
Are  there  not  Prodors,  faithful  to  thy  will. 
One  of  full  growth,  othersin  embryo  itiU, 
Who  may,  perhaps,  in  feme  ten  years,  or  more, 
Beafcertain'd  that  two  and  two  make  four. 
Or  may  a  ftill  more  happy  method  find. 
And ,  taldng  one  from  two,  leave  none  behind  ? 

With  fuch  a  mighty  pow'r  on  foot,  to  yield 
Were  death  to  manhood  ;  better  in  the  £eld 
To  leave  our  carcafes,  and  die  with  fame. 
Than  fly,  and  purchafe  life  on  terms  of  ihame. 
Sackvilles  alone  anticipate  defeat. 
And,  ere  they  dare  the  battle,  found  retreat. 

But  if  ,perfuafions  inefFedual  prove. 
If  arguments  are  vain,  nor  pray'rs  can  move, 

*  Dr.  John  Sumner,  Provcfl  of  King's  College,  Cambridge, 
t  Dr.  Roger  Lcr.g,    Mafter  of  Pembroke  College,    Cam. 
i)  ridge. 
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Yet  in  thy  bitternefs  of  frantic  woe. 

Why  talk  of  Burton  ?  Why  to  Scotland  go  ? 

Is  there  not  Oxford  ?  She  with  open  arms 

Shall  meet  thy  wilh,  and  yield  up  all  her  charms  ; 

Shall  for  thy  love  her  former  loves  refign. 

And  jilt  the  banifn'd  Stuarts,  to  be  thine. 

Bovv'd  to  the  yoke,  and,  foon  as  fhe  could  read. 
Tutor 'd  to  get  by  heart  the  defpot's  creed. 
She,  of  fubjedion  proud,  fliall  knee  thy  throne. 
And  have  no  principles  but  thine  alone  ; 
She  fliall  thy  will  implicitly  receive. 
Nor  aft,  nor  fpeak,  nor  think,  without  thy  leave. 
Where  is  the  glory  of  imperial  fway. 
If  fubjefts  none  but  juft  commands  obey  ? 
Then,  and  then  only  is  obedience  feen. 
When,  by  command,  they  dare  do  all  that's  mean. 
Hither  then  wing  thy  flight,  here  fix  thy  ftand. 
Nor  fail  to  bring  thy  Sandwich  in  thy  hand. 

Gods,  with  what  joy  (for  Fancy  now  fupplies. 
And  lays  the  future  open  to  my  eyes) 
Gods,  with  what  joy  I  fee  the  worthies  meet. 
And  brother  Litchfield  *  brother  Sandwich  greet ! 
Bleft  be  your  greetings,  bleft  each  dear  embrace, 
Bleft  to  yourfelves,  and  to  the  human  race. 
Sick'ning  at  virtues  which  fhe  cannot  reach. 
Which  feem  her  bafer  nature  to  impeach. 
Let  Envy,  in  a  whirlwind's  bofom  hurl'd. 
Outrageous,  fearch  the  corners  of  the  v/orld, 

*  The  Earl  of  LlCchfieW,  then  High  Steward  of  Oxford. 

Ranfack 
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Ranfack  the  jirefent  times,  look  back  to  paft. 
Rip  up  the  future,  and  confefs  at  laft. 
No  times,  pad:,  prelent,  or  to  come,  could  e'er 
Produce,  and  blefs  the  world  with  fuch  a  pair. 

Phillips*,  the  good  old  Phillips,  out  of  breath, 
Efcap'd  from  Monmouth,  and  efcaj.  a  from  death. 
Shall  hail  his  Sandwich,  with  that  virtuous  zeal. 
That  glorious  ardour  for  the  common-weal. 
Which  warm'd  his  loyal  heart,  and  blefs'd  his  tongue. 
When  on  his  lips  the  caufe  of  rebels  hung  ; 
Whilfl  Womanhood,  in  habit  of  a  nun. 
At  Mednam  lies,  by  backward  monks  undone  ; 
A  nation's  reck'ning,  like  an  alehoufe  fcore, 
Whilfl  Paul  th&  aged  chalks  behind  a  door, 
Ccmpell'd  to  hire  a  foe  to  call  it  up  ; 
Dafhwood  f  ftiall  pour,  from  a  communion  cup. 
Libations  to  xxiz  goddefs  without  eyes. 
And  bcb  or  nob  in  Cyder  and  Excife. 

From  thofe  <leep  iliades,  where  Vanity,  unknown. 
Doth  penance  for  her  pride,  and  pines  alone  ; 
Curs'4  in  hexfelf,  by  her  own  thoughts  undone. 
Where  fne  fees  aU,  but  can  be  feen  by  none  ; 
Where  ftie  no  longer,  miftrefs  of  the  Schools, 
Hears  praife  loud  pealjng  from  the  mouths  of  fools, 
■  Or  hears  it  at  a  diftance  ;  in  defpair 
To  join  the  croud,  arid  put  in  for  a  fhare, 

t  Sir  John  PhiUips.     At  thit  juo^ure  he  was  fo  unpopular 
as  to  excite  the  rage  of  a  mob  at  Mcninouth  agalnit  him. 
f  Sir  Francis  Dafh^^cod,  Lord  Le  Dcfpenfer. 

Twiftins 
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Twilling  each  thought  a  thoufand  difF'rent  way5. 
For  his  new  friends  new-modelling  old  praife. 
Where  frugal  fenfe  fo  very  fine  is  fpun, 
Itferves  twelve  hours,  tho'  not  enough  for  one, 
*  King  (hall  arife,  and  burfting  from  thedead. 
Shall  hurl  his  piebald  Latin  at  thy  head. 
Barton  (whilft  aukward  AfFe£lation's  hung 

■  In  quaint  and  labour'd  accents  on  his  tongue, 
-'Who  'gainft  their  will  makes  junior  blockheads  fpeak, 

Ign'rant  of  both,  new  Latin,  and  new  Greek, 
Not  fuch  as  was  in  Greece  and  Latium  known, 

■  But  of-araodern  cut,  and  all  his  own  ; 

Who  threads,  like  beads,  loofe  thoughts  on  fuch  a  firing, 
'  They're  praife,  and  cenfure  ;  nothing,  ev'ry  thing  ; 
Pantomhne  thoughts,  and  ftlle  fo  full  of  trick. 
They  even  make  a  Merry  Andrew  fick  ; 
Thoughts  all  fo  dull,  fo  pliant  in  their  growth,  [both) 
They're  verfe,  they're  profe,  they're  neither,  and  they're 
Shall  (tho'  by  Nature  ever  loth  to  praife) 
Thy  curious  worth  fet  forth  in  curious  phrafe  ; 

■  Obfcurely  ftiff,  Ihall  crulh  poor  Senfe  to  death. 
Or  in  long  periods  run  her  out  of  breath  ; 
Shall  make  a  babe,  for  which,  with  all  his  fame,, 
Adam  could  not  have  found  a  proper  name  ; 
Whiift,  beating  out  his  features  to  a  fmile, 

-  He  hugs  the  baftard  brat,  and  calls  it  Stile. 

Hufh'd  be  all  Nature  as  the  land  of  death  ; 
^:Xet  each  ftream  fleep,  and  each  wind  hold  his  breath  ; 

*  .Pr.  King,  Principal  of  St.  Mar>-  Hall,  Oxford. 

Be 
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Be  the  bells  muffled,  nor  one  found  of  care, 
Preffing  for  audience,  wake  the  flumb'ring  air  ; 
Brown  comes — behold  how  cautioufly  he  creeps- 
How  flow  he  walks,  and  yet  how  fall  he  fleeps— 
But  to  thy  praife  in  fleep  hefhall  agree  ; 
He  cannot  wake,  but  he  {hall  dream  of  thee. 

Phyfick,  her  head  with  opiate  poppies  crown'd. 
Her  loins  by  the  chafte  matron  Camphire  bound, 
Phyfick,  obtaining  fuccour  from  the  pen 
Of  her  foft  fon,  her  gentle  Heberden, 
]f  thare  are  men  who  can  thy  virtue  know. 
Yet  fpite  of  virtue  treat  thee  as  a  foe. 
Shall,  like  a  Scholar,  Hop  their  rebel  breath. 
And  in  each  Recipe  fend  Clajpc  death. 

So  deep  in  knowledge,  that  few  lines  can  found 
And  plumb  the  bottom  of  that  vaft  profound. 
Few  grave  ones  with  fuch  gravity  caa  think. 
Or  follow  half  fo  fall  as  be  can  Xink, 
With  nice  ditlinclions  gloffing  o'er  the  text, 
Obfcure  with  meaning,  and  ia  words  perplext. 
With  fabtieties  on  fubtleties  refin'd. 
Meant  to  divide,  and  fubdivide  the  mmd. 
Keeping  the  forwardnefs  of  youth  in  awe. 
The  fcowling  Jblackllone  •  bears  the  train  of  law. 

Divinity,  enrob'd  in  College  fur. 
In  her  right-hand  a  Sevj  Court  Kakr.dar 
Bound  like  a  book  of  pray'r,  thy  coming- watts 
With  all  her  pack,  to  hymtt-thee  in  the  gates. 

•  Sir  William  Blackflcne,  afxrwirtb  oj;  of  die  Jurfjis  of 
the  Ccmoion-Plcas  . 

Loyal.y, 
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Loj'alty,  fix'd  on  Ifis'  alter'd  Ihore, 
A  ftranger  long,  but  ftranger  now  no  more. 
Shall  pitch  her  tabernacle,  and  with  eyes 
Erim-fuU  of  rapture,  view  her  new  allies. 
Shall  with  much  pleafure  and  more  wonder  view 
Men  great  at  Court  and  great  at  Oxford  too. 

O  facred  Loyalty  !  accurs'd  be  thofe 
Who  feeming  friends,  turn  out  thy  deadlieft  foes; 
Who  proftitute  to  Kings  thy  honour'd  name. 
And  foothe  their  paffions  to  betray  their  fame : 
Nor  prais'd  be  thofe,  to  whofe  proud  nature  clings 
Contempt  of  Government,  and  hate  of  Kings  ; 
Who,  willing  to  be  free,  not  knowing  how, 
A  ftrange  intemperance  of  zeal  avow. 
And  ftart  at  Loyalty,  as  at  a  word 
Which  without  danger  Freedom  never  heard. 

Vain  errors  of  vain  men — wild  both  extremes. 
And  to  the  State  not  vvholefome,  like  the  dreams. 
Children  of  Night,  of  Indigeftion  bred. 
Which,  Reafon  clouded,  feize  and  turn  the  head. 
Loyalty  without  Freedom  is  a  chain 
Which  men  of  lib'ral  notice  can't  fuftain  ; 
And  Freedom  without  Loyalty,  a  name 
Which  nothing  means,  or  means  licentious  Ihame. 

Thine  be  the  art,  my  Sandwich,  thine  the  toil. 
In  Oxford's  llubborn  and  untoward  foil 
To  rear  this  plant  of  union,  till  at  length. 
Rooted  by  time,  and  fofter'd  into  ftrength. 
Shooting  aloft,  all  danger  it  defies. 
And  proudly  lifts  its  branches  to  the  ikies  j 

Whilll, 
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Whim,  Wifdom's  happy  fon,  but  not  her  flave. 
Gay  with  the  gay,  and  with  the  grave  ones  grave. 
Free  from  the  dull  impertinence  of  thought. 
Beneath  that  fiiade  which  thy  own  labours  wrought 
And  fafhion'd  into  ftrength,  flialt  thou  repofe. 
Secure  of  lib'ral  praife,  fince  Ifis  flows. 
True  to  her  Tame,  as  duty  hath  decreed,. 
Nor  longer,  like  a  harlot,  luft  for  Tweed, 
And  thofe  old  wreaths,  which  Oxford  once  dar'd  twice 
To  grace  a  Stuart  brow,  ihe  plants  on  thine. 
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p.   TT^AREWELL  to  Europe,  and  at  once  farewell  -^ 

JL      To  all  the  follies  which  in  Europe  dwell ! 
To  Eaftern  India  now,  a  richer  clime. 
Richer,  alas  !  in  ev'ry  thing  but  rime. 
The  Mufes  fleer  their  courfe,  and  fond  of  change. 
At  large,  in  other  worlds,  defire  to  range  ; 
Refolv'd  at  leaft,  fince  they  the  fool  mufl  play. 
To  do  it  in  a  diff'rent  place,  and  way. 

F.  What  whim  is  this,  what  error  of  the  brain. 
What  madnefs  worfe  than  in  the  dog-ftar's  reign? 
Why  into  foreign  countries  would  you  roam. 
Are  there  not  knaves  and  fools  enough  at  home  I 
If  Satire  be  thy  objed,  and  thy  lays 
As  yet  have  {hewn  no  talents  fit  for  praife. 
If  Satire  be  thy  objedl:  fearch  all  round. 
Nor  to  thy  purpofe  can  one  fpot  be  found 
Like  England,  where  to  rampant  vigour  grown 

Vice  choaks  up  ev'ry  virtue  ;  where,  felf-fown. 

The 
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The  feeds  of  Folly  fhoot  forth  rank  and  bold. 
And  every  feed  brings  forth  a  hundred  fold. 

P.  No  inore  of  this — tho'  Truth  (the  more  our  {hamc 
The  more  our  guilt)  tho'  Truth  perhaps  may  claim. 
And  juftify  her  part  in  this,  yet  here. 
For  the  &rft  time,  e'en  Truth  offends  my  ear. 
Declaim  from  morn  to  night,  from  night  to  mora. 
Take  up  the  theme  anew,  when  day's  new-bom, 
I  hear,  and  hate— be  England  what  flie  will. 
With  all  her  faults  fhe  is  my  Countr)'  IHU. 

F.  Thy  Country,  and  what  then  ?  Is  that  mere  word 
Againft  the  voice  of  Reafon  to  be  heard  ? 
Are  prejudices,  deep  imbib'd  in  youth. 
To  couater-acl,  and  make  thee  hate  the  truth  ? 
'Tis  the  fure  fymptom  of  a  narrow  foul. 
To  draw  its  grand  attachment  from  the  whole,  • 
And  take  up  with  a  part ;  men,  not  coufin'd 
Within  fuch  paltry  limits,  men  defign'd  • 
Their  nature  to  exalt ;  where'er  they  go,  • 
Wherever  waves  can  roll,  and  winds  can  blow>  - 
Where'er  the  blefled  Sun,  plac'd  in  the  iky 
To  watch  thisfubjedt  world,  can  dart  his  eye,  ■ 
Are  Hill  the  fame,  and,  prejudice  out-grown, 
Confider  every  country  as  their  own. 
At  one  grand  view  they  take  in  Nature's  plan. 
Not  more  at  home  in  England  than  Japan. 

P.  My  good,  grave  Sir  of  Theory,  whofe  wit, 
Grafping  at  fhadows,  ne'er  caught  fubftance  yet, 
•Tis  mighty  eafy  o'er  a  glafs  of  wine 
On  vain  refinements  vainly. to  refine, 
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To  laugh  at  poverty  m  pleoty's  reign. 
To  boaft  of  apathy  when  out  of  pMo, 
Aad  in  each  fentencc,  worthy  of  the  Schools, 
Varmfh'd  with  fophiltry,  to  deal  out  rules 
Moll  fit  for  practice  but  for  one  poor  fault. 
That  into  practice  they  ca«i  ne'er  be  brought. 

At  home,  and  fitting  Id  your  elbow-chair, 
Y6u  praife  japan,  tho'  you  was  never  there.. 
But  was  the  fhip  this  moroent  under  fail. 
Would  not  your  mind  be  charg'd,  your  fpirits  fail. 
Would  you  not  caft  one  longing  eye  to  fhore. 
And  vow  to  deal  in  fuch  wild  fchemes  no  more  ? 
Howe'er  our  pride  may  tempt  us  to  conceal . 
Thofe  paffions  which  we  cannot  chufe  but  feel. 
There's  a  Itrange  fomething,  which  without  a  braia 
Fools  feel,  and  which  e'en  wife  men  can't  explain. 
Planted  in  man,  to  bind  him  to  that  earth. 
In  deareft  ties,  from  whence  he  drew  his  birth. 

If  Honour  c&IJs,  where'er  fhe  .points  the  way. 
The  fons  of  Hpnour  follow,  and  obey  ; 
If  need  coi^pels,  wherever  \ve  are  fcnt, 
'Tis  want  of  courage  not  to  be  content ; 
But,  if  we  have  tiie  liberty  of  caojcp. 
And  all  depends  oa  our  own  ling^Ie  vcacc, 
7"o  deenjjof  cv'ry  country  as  the  fame. 
Is  rank  rebellion  'gainil  the  lawful  claim 
Of  Natui-e  ;  and  iuth  dull  iadittcrence 
May  be  Fhilofophy,  but  can't  be  Senie. 

F.  Weak  and  unjuit  diftinftion,  itrange  def:gn. 
Molt  peevilh,  moll  perverfe,  to  undermine 

Philof  ;p':  . 
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Philofophy,  and  throu'  her  empire  down 

By  means  of  Senfe,  from  whom  (he  holds  her  crown. 

Divine  Philofophy,  to  thee  we  owe 

All  that  is  worth  pofTeffing  here  below  ; 

V^irtue  and  Wifdom  confecrate  thy  reign. 

Doubled  each  joy,  and  pain  no  longer  pain. 

When,  like  a  garden,  where,  for  want  of  toil. 
And  wholefome  difcipline,  the  rich,  rank  foil 
Teems  with  inccmbrances  ;  where  all  around 
Herbs  noxious  in  their  nature  make  the  ground. 
Like  the, good  mother  of  a  thanklefs  fon, 
Curfe  her  own  womb,  by  fruitfulnefs  undone; 
Like  fuch  a  garden,  when  the  human  foul. 
Uncultured,  wild,  impatient  of  controul. 
Brings  forth  thofc  paffions  of  luxuriant  race. 
Which  fpread,  and  ftifle  ev^ry  herb  of  grace, 
Whilll  Virtue,  check'd  by  the  cold  hand  of  Scorn, 
Seems  with'ring  on  the  bed  where  ftie  was  bom, 
Philofophy  fteps  in  ;  with  fteady  hand 
She  brings  her  aid,  fhe  clears  th'  encuciber'd  land  ; 
Too  virtuous  to  fpare  Vice  one  ftroke,  too  wife 
One  moment  to  attend  to  Piry's  cries. 
See  with  what  godiikc,  what  relentlefs  pow'r 
Slie  roots  up  ev'ry  v/ced 

P.  and  ev'ry  flow'r. 
Philofophy,  a  name  of  meek  degree, 
Embrac'd,  in  token  of  humility. 
By  the  proud  fage,  who,  v.hilft  he  ftrove  to  hide. 
In  thai  vain  anificc,  rcveal'd  his  pride  ; 

H  2  Philofophy* 
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Philofophy,  whom  Nature  had  defign'd 
To  purge  all  errors  from  the  human  mind, 
Herfelf  mifled  by  the  philoropher. 
At  once  her  Prieft  and  Mafter,  made  us  err  ; 
Pride,  pride,  like  leaven  in  a  mafs  of  flour. 
Tainted  her  laws,  and  e'en  made  Virtue  four. 

Had  fhe,  content  within  her  proper  fphere. 
Taught  lefTons  luited  to  the  human  ear. 
Which"  might  fair  Virtue's  genuine  fruits  producer- 
Made  not  for  ornament,  but  real  ufe. 
The  heart  of  man  unrivall'd  fhe  had  fway'd, 
Prais'd  by  the  good,  and  by  the  bad  obey'd. 
Bat  when  fhe,  overturning  Reafon's  throne. 
Strove  proudly  in  its  place  to  plant  her  own  ;: 
When  fhe  with  apathy  the  breaft  would  fteel. 
And  teach  us,  deeply  feeling,  not  to  feel  ; 
V/hen  fhe  would  wildly  all  her  force  employ,. 
Not  to  correft  our  pafTions,  but  deflroy  ; 
When,  not  content  our  nature  to  refiore. 
As  made  by  God,  fhe  made  it  all  new  o'er;. 
W'hen,  with  a  flrange  and  criminal  excefs. 
To  make  us  more  than  men,  fhe  made  us  lefs  j 
The  good  her  dwindled  pow'r  with  pity  faw. 
The  bad  with  joy,  and  none  but  fools  with  awe. 

Truth  with  a  fimple  and  unvarnifli'd  tale 

E'en  from  the  mouth  of  N might  prevail. 

Could  fhe  get  there  ;  but   Falfehcod's  fugar'd  flraia 
Should  pour  her  fatal  blandifhments  in  vain, 
Tsfor  make  one  convert,  tho'  the  firen  hung. 
Where  fhe  too  often  hangs,  on  M  ■■  tongue. 

Should 


THE      F  A  R  E  WE  L  X.  toi 

'Should  all  the  Sophs,  whom  in  his  courfe  the  fun 
Hath  feen,  or  paft  or  prefent,  rife  in  one  ; 
-Should  he,  whilft  pleafure  in  each  Sentence  flows, 
i.ike  Plato,  give  us  poetry  in  profe  ; 
Should  he,  full  orator  at  once,  impart 
Th'  Athenian's  genius  with  the  Roman's  art. 
Genius  and  Art  Giould  in  this  inllance  fail, 
-Nor  Rome  the'  join'd  with  Adiens  here  prevail : 
*Tis  not  in  man,  'tis  not  in  more  than  man, 
Td  make  me  find  one  fault  in  Nature's  plan. 
-Plac'd  low  ourfelves,  we  cenfure  thofe  above. 
And,  wanting  judgment,  think  that  flie  wants  love  ^ 
•Blame  where  we  ought  in  reafon  to  commend. 
And  think  her  moft  a  foe,  when  moil;  a  friend. 

Such  be  Philofophers their  fpecious  art, 

Tho'  Friendlhip  pleads,  Ihall  never  warp  my  heart  j 
^e'er  make  me  from  this  bre?.ft  one  paffion  tear. 
Which  Nature,  my  beft  friend,  hath  planted  there. 

F.  Forgi\'ing,  as  a  friend,  what,  vvhilft  1  live. 
As  a  Philofopher  I  can't  forgive, 
1  w  this  one  point  at  laft  I  join  with  you  ; . 
To  Nature  pay  all  that  is  Nature's  due-; 
£ut  let  not  clouded  Reafon  fmk  fo  low. 
To  fancy  debts  ftie  does  not,  cannot  awe. 
Lear,  to  full  manhood  grown,  thofe  (hackles  bear». 

aich  Nature  meant  us  for  a  time  to  wear 
^i3  we  wear  leading- ftrings,  which,  ufelefa  grown, 
Are  laid  afide,  when  we  can  walk  alone. 
But  on  thyfelf,  by  peevifh  humour  fway'd, 
*^'ilt  thou  lay  burdens  Nature  never  laid? 

H  7  Wiic 
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Wilt  thou  make  faults,  whilil:  Judgment  vyeakJy  errs. 
And  then  defend,  raiftaking  them  for  her's  ? 
Dar'ft  thou  to  fay,  in  our  enlighten'd  age. 
That  this  grand  mafler  paffion,  this  brave  rage. 
Which  flames  out  for  thy  Country,  was  imprei^ 
And  fix'd  by  Nature  in  the  human  breaft  ? 

If  you  prefer  the  place  where  you  was  bora. 
And  bold  all  others  in  contempt  and  fcorn 
On  fair  coraparifon  ;  if  on  that  land 
With  lib'ral  and  a  more  than  equal  hand 
Her  gifts  as  in  profufion  Plenty  fends  ; 
If  Virtue  meetsvvith  more  and  better  friends.; 
I(  Science  finds  a  patron  'mongll  the  great ; 
If  Ilonefty  is  .Minifter  of  State; 
If  Pow'r,  the  guardian  of  our  rights  defign'd. 
Is  to  that  great,  that  only  end  confined  ; 
If  riches  ar-e  employ'd  to  blefs  the  poor ; 
If  Law  is  facred.  Liberty  fecure  ; 
I^et  but  thefe  fafts  depend  on  prcofs  of  weight, 
Reafon  declares,  thy  love  can't  be  too  great  ; 
And  in  this  light  eeuM  he  our  Coootry  view, 
A  very  Hottentot  mtft  iove  it  too. 

But  if,  by  Fate's  decrees,  you  owe  your  birth 
To  fome-mofl  barren  and  penurious  earth. 
Where,  ev'ry  conafort  of  this  Life  denied. 
Her  real  wants  are  fcantily.fup plied. 
Where  Pow'r  is  Reafon,  Liberty  a  joke. 
Laws  never  made,  or  made  but  to  be  broke; 
To  fix  thy  love  on  fuch  a  wretched  fpot, 
Becaufe  in  Lull's  wild  fever  there  begot. 

Because, 
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Becaufe,  thy  weight  no  longer  fit  to  bear, 

Bv  chance,  not  choice,  thy  mother  dropt  thee  there. 

Is  Folly,  which  admits  not  of  defence  ; 

It  can't  be  Nature,  for  it  is  not  Senfe. 

By  the  fame  argument  which  here  you.hold, 

(When  Falfhood's  infolent  let  Troth  be  bold) 

If  propagation  can  iii  torments  dwell, 

A  Devil  muft,  if  bom  there,  love  his  hell. 

P.  Had  Fate,  to  whofe  decrees  I  lowly  bend. 
And  e'en  in  punishment  confefs  a  friend, 
Ordain'd  my  birih  in  fome  place  yet  ontry'd. 
On  purpofe  made  to  mortif^'  my  pride. 
Where  the  Sun  never  gave  one  glimpfe  of  day, 
Wiiere  Science  never  yet  could  dart  one  ray  ; 
Had  I  been  born  on  fome  bleak,  blaffed  plain 
Of  barren  Scotland,  in  a  Stuart's  reign ; 
Or  in  fome  kingdom,  whci-e  men,  weak  or  worfe» 
Tum'd  Nature's  ev'ry  bleffing  to  a  curfe. 
Where  crowns  of  Freedom  by  the  fathers  won, 
Dropp'd  leaf  by  leaf  from  each  degen'rate  for. ; 
In  fpitc  of  all  the  wifdom  you  difplay. 
All  you  have  faid,  and  yet  may  have  to  fay. 
My  weaknefs  here,  if  weaknefs,  I  confefs, 
I,  as  my  Comitr}',  had  not  lo^^d  her  lefs. 

Whether  drift  Reaibn  bears  me  out  in  this. 
Let  thofe  who,  alwap  feeking,  always  mifs 
The  ways  of  Reafon,  doubt  with  precious  zeal ; 
Their 's  be  the  praife  to  argue,  mine  to  fee!. 
Wifti  we  to  trace  this  paflion  to  the  root, 
""•Ve,  like  a  tree,  may  know  it  by  its  fruit> 

H  4  From 
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From  its  rich  ftem  ten  thoufand  virtues  fpring. 
Ten  thoufand  bleflings  on  its  branches  cUng; 
Yet  in  the  circle  of  revolving  years. 
Not  one  misfortune,  not  one  vice  appears. 
Hence  then,  and  what  you  Reafon  call  adore  ; 
This,  if  not  Reafon,  muft  be  fomething  more. 

^ut  (for  I  wilh  not  others  to  confine. 
Be  their  opinions  xinreftrain'd  as  mine) 
Whether  this  love's  of  good  or  evil  growth, 
A  vice,  a  virtue,  or  a  fpice  of  both, 
Xet  men  of  nicer  argument  decide  : 
If  it  is  virtuous,  foothe  an  honeft  pride 
With  lib'ral  praife  ;  if  vicious,  be  content. 
It  is  a  vice  I  never  can  repent ; 
A  vice  which,  weigh'd  in  lieav'n,  fhall  more  avail 
Than  ten  cold  virtues  in  the  other  fcale. 

F.  This  wild,  untemper'd  s-eal  (which  after  all 
We,  Candour  unimpeach'd,  might  madnefs  call) 
Is  it  a  virtue  ?  That  you  fcarce  pretend  : 
Or  c^n  it  be  a  vice,  like  Virtue's  friend. 
Which  draws  us. off  from  and  diflblves  the  force 
Of  private  ties,  nay  Hops  us  in  our  courfe 
To  that  .-grand  objeft  of  the  human  foul. 
That  nobler  love  which  jcomprehends  the  whole  ? 
.Coop'd  inthe  limits  of  this  petty  ifle. 
This  nook,  which  fcarce  deferves  a  frown  or  fmile. 
Weighed  with  Creation,  yoo,  ,by  whim  undone. 
Give  all  your  thoughts  to  what  is  fcarce  worth  one. 
The  gen'rous  Soul,  by  Nature  taught  to  foar, 
Hei  Ilrength  confirm'd  in  philofophic  lore, 

A-t 
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At  one  grand  view  takes  In  a  world  with  eafe. 
And,  feeing  all  mankind,  loves  all  (he  fees. 

P.  Was  it  moft  fure,  which  yet  a  doubt  endures. 
Not  found  in  Reafon's  creed,  tho'  found  in  yours. 
That  thefe  two  fervices,  like  what  we're  told 
And  know  of  God's  and  Mammon's,  cannot  hold 
And  draw  together  ;  that  however  loth. 
We  neither  ferve,  attempting  to  ferve  both  ; 
I  could  not  doubt  a  moment  which  to  chufe. 
And  which  in  common  reafon  to  refuie. 

Invented  oft  for  purpofes  of  art. 
Bom  of  the  head,  tho'  father'd  on  tlie  heart. 
This  grand  love  of  the  world  muft  be  confcft 
A  barren  fpeculation  at  the  beft. 
Not  one  man  in  a  thoufand,  ftiou!d  he  live 
Beyond  the  ufual  term  of  life,  could  give. 
So  rare  occafion  comes,  and  to  fo  few. 
Proof  whether  his  regards  are  feign'd  or  true. 

The  love  we  bear  our  Country,  is  a  root 
Which  never  fails  to  bring  forth  golden  fruit  ; 
'Tis  ki  the  mind  an  everlafting  fpring 
Of  glorious  actions,  which  become  a  King, 
Nor  lefs  become  a  fubjeft  ;  'tis  a  debt 
Which  bad  men,  tho'  they  pay  not,  can't  forget ; 
A  duty,  which  the  good  delight  to  pay. 
And  eV'ry  man  can  pmdtife  ev'ry  day. 

Nor,  for  my  life  (fo  very  dim  my  eye, 
Or  difil  your  argument),  can  I  defcry 
What  you  with  faith  affert,  how  that  dear  love 
Which  binds  me  to  my  Country  can  reircve. 
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And  make  me  of  neceflity  forego. 
That  gen'ral  love  which  to  the  world  I  owe. 
Thofe  ties  of  private  nature,  fraall  extent. 
In  which  the  mind  of  narrow  call  is  pent. 
Are  only  fteps  on  which  the  gen'rous  foul 
Mounts  by  degrees  'till  ihe  includes  the  whole. 
That  fpring  of  love,  which  in  the  human  mind. 
Founded  oa  felf,  flows  narrow  and  confin'd. 
Enlarges  as  it  rolls,  and  comprehends 
The  focial  charities  of  blood,  and  friends, 
'Till  fmaller  flreams  included,  not  o'erpaft. 
It  rifes  to  our  Country's  love  at  laft  ; 
And  he,  with  liberal  and  enlarged  mind. 
Who  loves  his  Country,  cannot  hate  mankind. 

F.  Friend  as  you  would  appear  to  Common  Senfe, 
Tell  me,  or  think  no  more  of  a  defence. 
Is  it  a  proof  of  love  by  choice  to  run 
A  vagrant  from  your  Country  ?  ■       ' 

P.  Can  the  fon, 
(Shame,  ihame,  on  all  fuch  fons)  with  ruthlefs  eye» 
And  heart  more  patient  than  the  flint,  ftand  by. 
And  by  fome  ruffian,  from  all  ihame  divorc'd. 
All  virtue,  fee  his  honour'd  mother  forc'd  ! 
Then,  no,  by  Him  that  made  me,  not  e'en  thcn^ 
Could  I  with  patience,  by  the  v/orft  of  men, 
Behold  my  Country  plunder'd,  beggar'd,  lofi 
Beyond  redemption,  all  her  gbrles  crofs'd 
E'en  when  occafion  made  them  ripe,  her  famC' 
Fled  like  a.  d*eam,  while  flic  a.v.-akes  to  Ihame. 

T.  Is 
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F.  Is  it  net  more  die  office  of  a  friend. 
The  o£cc  of  a  patron,  to  defend 
Her  finking  liate,  tkan  bafely  to  decline 
So  great  a  caufe,  and  in  defpair  refign  ? 

P.  Beyond  my  reach,  alas  !  the  grievance  lies. 
And,  whilft  more  able  patriots  doubt,  ihe  dies. 
From  a  foul  fource,  more  deep  than  we  fuppofe. 
Fatally  deep  and  dark,  this  grievance  flows. 
'Tis  not  that  Peace  our  glorious  hopes  defeats, 
'Tis-not  the  voice  of  Faftion  in  the  ftreets, 
'Tis  not  a  grois  attack  on  Freedom  made, 
'Tis  not  the  arm  of  Privilege  difplay'd 
Againll  the  fubje^  whilft  flie  wears  no  fling 
To  difappoint  the  purpofe  of  a  King  ; 
Thefe  are  no  ills,  or  trifles,  if  compar'd 
With  thofe,  which  are  contriv'd,  tho'  not  declar'd. 

Tell  me,  Philofopher,  is  it  a  crime 
To  pry  into  the  fecret  womb  of  Time  ; 
Or,  born  in  ignorance,  muil  we  defpair 
To  reach  events,  and  read  the  future  there  ? 
Why,  be  it  fo— ilUI  'tis  the  right  of  man. 
Imparted  by  his  Maker,  where  he  can. 
To  former  times  and  men  his  eye  to  caft. 
And  judge  of  what's  to  come,  by  what  is  pafl. 

Should  there  be  found  in  fome  not  diitant  year 
'(O  how  I  wifh  to  be  no  prophet  here), 
Amongft  our  Britifli  Lords  Ihould  there  be  found 
5ome  great  in  pcw'r,  in  principles  unfound. 
Who  look  on  Freedom  with  an  evil  eye. 
In  whom  the  fprings  of  Icyalty  ase  dry  j 
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Who  wifh  to  foar  on  wild  Ambition's  wings. 
Who  hate  the  Commons,  and  who  love  not  Kings^ 
Who  would  divide  the  People  and  the  Throne 
To  fet  up  fep'rate  int'rells  of  their  own  ; 
Who  hate  whatever  aids  their  wholefome  growth. 
And  only  join  with,  to  deftroy  them  both  ; 
Should  there  be  found  fuch  men  in  after-times. 
May  Heav'n  in  mercy  to  our  grievous  crimes 
Allot  fome  milder  vengeance,  nor  to  them 
And  to  their  rage  this  wretched  lanAcondemn. 

Tho«  God  above,  on  whom  all  States  depend. 
Who  knoweft  from  the  firft  their  rife  and  end. 
If  there's  a  day  mark'd  in  the  Book  of  Fate 
When  ruin  mufl  involve  our  equal  State  ; 
When  law,  alas  !  muft  be  no  more,  and  we, 
Te  Freedom  bom,  muft  be  no  longer  free ; 
Xet  not  a  mob  of  tyrants  feize  the  helm, 
Kor  titled  upftarts  league  to  rob  the  realm  : 
Let  not,  whatever  other  ills  aflail-, 
A  damned  Ariftocracy  prevail. 
If,  all  too  fiiort,  our  courfe  of  Freedom  run, 
'Tis  thy  good  pleafure  we  fhould  be  undone. 
Let  us,  fom€  comfort  in  our  griefs  to  bring. 
Be  flaves  to  one,  and  be  that  one  a  King. 

F.  Poets,  accuftom'd  by  their  uade  to  feign. 
Oft  fubftitute  creations  of  the  brain 
For  real  fubftance,  and,  themfelves  deceiv'd. 
Would  have  the  fiftion  by  mankind  believ'd. 
-Such  is  your  cafe. — But  grant,  to  foothe  your  pride. 
That  you  know  more  than  all  the  world  beiide. 
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Why  deal  in  hints,  why  make  a  moment's  doubt  ?■ 
Refolv'd,  and  like  a  man,  at  once  fpeak  out,, 
Shew  us  our  danger,  tell  us  where  it  lies. 
And,  to  enfure  our  fafety,  make  us  wife.. 

P.  Rather  than  bear  the  pain  of  thought,  fools  ftray  y 
The  proud  will  rather  lofe  than  afk  their,  way  j. 
To  men  of  fenfe  what,  needs  it  to  unfold. 
And  tell  a  tale  which  they  mull  know  untold  ? 
In  the  Bad,  int'reft  warps  the  canker'd  heart. 
The. Good  are  hood-wink'd  by  the  tricks  of  art  j 
'And  whilft  arch,  fubtle  hypocrites  contrive 
;To  keep  the  flames  of  difcontent  alive,. 
[Whilft  they,  with  arts  tohoneftmen  unknown,- 
iBreed  doubts  between  the  People  and  the  Throne,, 
i  Making  us  fear,  where  Reafon  never  yet 
Allow'd  one  fear,  or  could  one  doubt  admir,. 
Themfelves  pafs  unfufpefted  in  difguife. 
And  'gainft  our  real  danger  feal  our  eyes. 

F.  Mark  them,  and  let  their  names  recorded  ftand 
On  Shame's  black  roll,,  and  ftink  thro'  all  the  land. 

P.  That  might  fome  courage,  but  no  prudence, be; 
No  hurt  to  them,  and  jeopardy  to  me. 

F.   Leave  out  their  names.. 

P.  For  that  kind  caution  thanks; 
But  may  not  Judges  fometimes  fill  up  blanks  ? 
I     F.  Your  Country's  laws  in  doubt  then  yourejeft? 

P.  The  laws  I  love,  the  lawyers  I  fufpeft  : 
Amongff  twelve  Judges  may  not  one  be  found,^ 
(On  bare,  bare  poflibility  I  ground 
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This  wholefome  doubt)  who  may  enlarge,  retrench. 
Create  and  nncrcate,  and  from  the  bench, 
Vv^'ith  winks,  fmiks,  nods,  and  fuch  like  pahrj'  arts^ 
May  work  and  worm  into  a  Jury's  hearts  ; 
Or,  baffled  there,  may,  torbulent  of  foul. 
Cramp  their  high  office,  and  their  rights  controul ; 
Who  may,  tho'  Jadge,  turn  Advocate  at  large. 
And  deal  replies  out  by  the  way  of  charge. 
Making  interpretation  all  the  way. 
In  fpite  of  fadts,  his  wicked  will  obey. 
And,  leaving  law  without  the  leaft  defence. 
May  damn  his  confcience  to  approve  his  fenfe  ? 

F.  Whilft,  the  true  guardians  of  this  charter'd  land. 
In  full  and  perfcft  ingour.   Juries  ftand, 
A  Judge  in  vain  IhaH  awe,  cajole,  perplex. 

P.  Suppofe  I  Ihould  be  tried  in  Middlefcx  ? 

F.  To  pack  a  Jury  they  will  never  dare. 

P.  There's  no  occafion  to  pack  Juries  there. 

F.  'Gainft  prejudice  all  arguments-  are  weak,.  " 
Reafon  herfelf  without  efFeft  muft  fpcak. 
Fly  then  thy  Country,  like  a  co\^'ard  fly. 
Renounce  her  int^reii,  and  her  laws  defy. 
Eut  why,  bewitch'd,  to  India  turn  thy  eyes  t 
Cannot  ow  Europe  thy  vaft  wrath  fuffice  ? 
Cannot  thy  mifoegotten  Mufe  by  bare 
Her  brawny  arfn,   and  play  the  butcher  there  ? 

P.  Tiiy  counfel  taken,  what  Ihould  Satire  do  ? 
Where  could  Ihe  find  an  cbjeft  that  is-  new  ? 
Thofe  travell'd  youths,  whom  terder  mothers  wean. 
And  fend  abroad  to  fee,  and  to  be  feen. 

With 
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With  whom,  IHl  they  fhould  fornicate,  or  worfe, 
A  Tutor's  fent,  hj  way  of  a  dry  nurfe. 
Each  of  whom  juft  enough  of  fpirit  bears, 
To  Ihew  our  follies,  and  to  bring  home  their's^ 
Have  made  all  Europe's  vices  fo  well  known. 
They  feem  almoft  as  nat'ral  as  oar  outi. 
F.  Will  India  for  thy  purpofe  better  do  ? 
P.  In  one  refpeft  at  leaft— there's  fomething  new. 
F.  A  harmlefs  people,  in  whom  Nature  fpeaks 
Free  and  urtta-nted  ;  'mongft  whom  Satire  feeks. 
But  vainly  feeks,  fo  fimply  pltiin  their  hearts. 
One  bofom  where  to  lodge  her  poifon'd  darts. 

P.  From  knowledge  fpeak  you  this,  or  doubt  on  doub  t 
Weigh'd  and  refolv'd,  hath  Reafon  found  it  out  ? 
Neither  from  knowledge,  nor  by  Reafon  taught. 
You  have  faith  ev'ry  where  bnt  where  you  ought. 
India  or  Europe — What^s  there  in  a  name  ? 
Prcpecfity  to  vice  in  both  the  fame, 

are  alike  in  both  works  for  man's  good, 
;e  in  both  by  man  himfelf  withilood. 
;:;cb3,  as  well  as  thofe  who  hunt  them  down, 
lerve  a  cord  much  better  than  a  crown, 
i  a  Mogul  can  thrones  as  much  debafe 
any  polilh'd  P  rir.ce  of  Chriflian  race. 
r.  Ceuld  you,-  a  talk  more  hard  than  you  fappofc, 
lid  you,  in  ridicule  whilft  Satire  glows, 
■ce  a!l  their  follies  to  the  life  appear, 
J  ten  ta  one  you  gain  no  credit  here. 
ve'er  well-drawn,  the  pidure  after  all, 
.i:;'-  v.-  I -fw  nnr  rhc  Original, 

Would 
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Would  not  find  favour  in  the  public  eye. 

P.  That,  having  your  good  leave,  I  mean  to  try. 
And  if  your  obfervations  fterling  hold. 
If  the  piece  fhould  be  heavy,  tame,  and  cold. 
To  make  it  to  the  fide  of  Nature  lean,. 
And,  meaning  nothing,  fomething  feem  to  jnean*. 
To  make  the  whole  in  lively  colours  glow. 
To  bring  before  us  fomething  that  we  know,, 
And  from  all  honeft  men  applaufe  to  wini 
I'll  groupe  the  Company,  and  put  them  in, 

F,  Be  that  ungen'rous  thought  by  Ihame  fupprefs'd, . 
Add  not  diftrefs  to  thofe  too  much  diftrefs'd. 
Have  they  not,  by  blind  zeal  mifled,  laid  bare 
Thofe  fores  which  never  might  endure  the  air  ? 
Have  they  not  brought  their  myfteries  fo  low. 
That  what. the  wife  fufpefted  not,  fools  know  ? 
From  their  firft  rife  e'en  to  the  prefent  hour. 
Have  they  not  prov'd  their  own  abufe  of  ppw'r  ;, 
Made  it  impoflible,  if  fairly  view'd. 
Ever  to  have  that  dang'rous  pow'r  renew'd  ;, 
Whilft  unfeduc'd  by  Minillers,  the  Throne - 
Regards  our  intereft,  and  knows  its  own  ? 

F.  Should  ev'ry  other  fubjedl  chance  to  faifv 
Thofe  who  have  fail'd,  and  thofe  whO'  wiih  to  fail 
In  the  laft  fleet,  afford  an  ample  field. 
Which  mufl:  beyond  my  hopes  a  harveft  yield. 

F.  On  fuch  vile  food  Satire  can  never  thrive. 

F.  She  cannot  ftarve,  if  there  was  only  Clive. 

END    OF    THI    FAREWELL. 
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THE  time  hatli  been,  a  boyifti,  bluflaing  time,  • 
When  modefty  was  fcarcely  held  a  crime  ; 
When  the  moft  wicked  had  ibme  touch  of  grace. 
And  trembled  to  meet  Virtue  face  to  face  ; 
When  thofe,  who,  in  the  caufe  of  Sin  grown  grey,  - 
Had  ferv'd  her  without  grudging  day  by  day. 
Were  yet  fo  weak  an  aukward  fhame  to  feel. 
And  ftrove  that  glorious  fervice  to  conceal ; 
We,  better  bred,  and  than  our  fires  more  wife,' 
Such  paltry  narrownefs  of  foul  defpife. 
To  virtue  ev'ry  mean  pretence  dildaim. 
Lay  bare  our  crimes,  and  glory  in  cur  fhame. 

Time  was,  ere  Temperance  had  fied  the  realm  ; 
Ere  Luxury  fat  guttling  at  the  helm 
From  meal  to  meal,  without  one  moment's  fpace 
•Referv'd  for  bufinefs,  or  allow'd  for  grace  ; 
Ere  Vanity  had  fo  far  conquer'd  Senfe 
To  make  us  all  wild  rivals  in  expence. 
To  make  one  fool  ftrive  ta  outvie  another. 
And  ev'ry  coxcomb  drefs  againfl  his  brother ; ; 
.Vol.  LXVIL  I  Ere 
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Ere  banifh'd  Induftry  had  left  onr  fliores. 

And  Labour  was  by  Pride  kick'd  out  of  doors  ; 

Ere  Idlenefs  prevaii'd  fole  Queen  in  Courts, 

Or  only  yielded  to  a  rage  for  fports  j 

Ere  each  weak  mind  was  with  externals  caught. 

And  difCpation  held  the  place  of  thought ; 

Ere  gambling  Lords  in  vice  fo  far  were  gone 

To  cog  the  die,  and  bid  the  fun  look  on  ; 

Ere  a  great  nation,  not  lefs  juH  than  free. 

Was  made  a  beggar  by  economy  ; 

Ere  rugged  Honelly  was  out  of  vogue. 

Ere  Fafnion  ftamp'd  her  fandlion  on  the  rogu^  ; 

Time  was,  that  men  had  confcience,  that  they  made 

Scruples  to  owe,  what  n$ver  could  be  paid. 

Was  one  then  found,  however  high  his  name. 

So  far  above  his  fellows  daran'd  to  Ihame, 

Who  dar'd  abufc  and  falfify  his  trull. 

Who,  being  great,  yet  dar'd  to  be  unjuft  ; 

Shunn'd  like  a  plague,  or  but  at  diftance  view'd,  , 

He  walk'd  the  crouded  Ilrects  in  folitude, 

'Nor  could  liis  rank,  and  ftation  in  the  land. 

Bribe  one  mean  knave  to  take  hira  by  the  hand. 

Such  rigid  maxims  (O,  might  fuch  revive 

To  keep  expiring  Honeily  alive) 

Made  rogues,  all  other  hopes  of  fame  deny'd,     ' 

Not  jull  thro'  principle,  but  jull  thro'  pride. 

Our  times,  more  polifli'd,  wear  a  diiF'rent  face; 
Debts  are  an  honour  ;  payment  a  difgrace. 
Men  of  weak  minds,  high-plac'd  on  Folly's  lift, 
IMay  gravely  tell  us  trade  cannot  fubfill, 
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Nor  all  thofe  tuoufands  who're  in  trade  employ'd, 
if  faith  'twixt  man  and  man  is  once  deftroy'd. 
Why — be  it  fo — We  in  that  point  accord  ; 
But  what  is  trade  and  tradefmen  to  a  Lord  ? 

Faber,  from  day  to  day,  from  year  to  year. 
Hath  had  the  cries  of  tradefmen  in  his  ear. 
Of  tradefmen  by  his  vilhuny  betray'd. 
And,  vainly  feeking  juftlce,  bankrupts  made. 
What  is't  to  Faber  ?  Lordly  as  before. 
He  fits  at  eafe,  and  lives  to  ruin  more. 
Fix'd  at  his  door,  as  motionlefs  as  ftone. 
Begging,  but  only  begging  for  their  own. 
Unheard  they  ftand,  or  only  heard  by  thofe, 
Thofe  flaves  in  livery,  who  mock  their  woes. 
What  is 't  to  Faber  ?  He  continues  great. 
Lives  on  in  grandeur,  and  runs  out  in  ftate. 
The  helplefs  widow,  wrung  with  deep  defpair. 
In  bitternefs  of  foul,  pours  forth  her  pray'r. 
Hugging  her  ftarving  babes  with  ftreaming  eyes. 
And  calls  down  vengeance,  vengeance  from  the  (kics, 
What  is't  to  Faber  ?  He  Hands  fafe  and  clear, 
Heav'n  can  commence  no  legal  aftion  here. 
And  on  his  breaft  a  mighty  plate  he  wears, 
A  plate  more  firm  than  triple  brafs,  which  bears 
The  name  of  Privilege  'gainft  vulgar  awe ; 
He  feels  no  Confcience,  and  he  fears  no  Law. 

Nor  think,  acquainted  with  fmall  knaves  alone, 
Who  have  not  fhame  outliv'd,  and  grace  outgrown. 
The  great  world  hidden  from  thy  reptile  view, 
riiat  on  fuch  men,  to  whom  contempt  is  due, 

I  a  Contempt 
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Coatempt  fhall  fall,,  and  their  vile  author's  name 
Recorded  ftand  thro' all  the  Land  of  Shame. 
No — to  his  porch,  like  Perlians  to  the  fun. 
Behold  contending  crowds  of  Courtiers  run; 
See,  to.  his  aid  what  noble  troops  advance, 
AH  fworn  to  keep  his  crimes  in  countenance. 
Nor  wonder  at  it — They  partake  tiie  charge. 
As  fmall  their  confcience,  and  their  debts  as  large- 

Propp'd  by  fuch  clients,  and  without  controui 
From  all  that's  honefl:  in  the  human  foul. 
In  grandeur  mean,  with  infolence  unjuft, 
Whilit  none  but  knaves  can  praife,  and  fools  will  truft^ 
Carefs'd  and  courted,.  Fabcr  feems  to  ftand- 
A  mighty  pillar  in  a  guilty  land. 
And  (a  fad  truth  to  which  fucceeding  times 
Will  fcarce  give  credit,  when  'tis  told  in  rimes) 
Did  not  llridt  Honour  with  a  jealous  eye 
Watch  round  the  Throne,  did  not  true  Piety 
(Who,  link'd  with  Honour  for  the  noblefi;  ends. 
Ranks  none  but  honeft  men  amongft  her  friends). 
Forbid  us  to  be  cruih'd  with  fuch  a  weight. 
He  might  in  time  be  Minifter  of  State. 

But  why  enlarge  1  on  fuch  petty  crimes  ? 
They  might  have  fliock'd  the  faith  of  former  times! 
But  now  are  held  as  nothing. — We  begin 
Where  our  fires  ended,  and  improve  in  fin. 
Rack  our  invention,  and  leave  nothing  new 
In  vice  and  folly  for  our  fons  to  do. 

Nor  deem  this  cenfure  hard  ;  there's  not  a  place 
Moft  conlecra;c  to  purpofes  of  grace, 

Vv'hich 
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Which  Vice  hath  not  polluted  ;  none  fo  high. 
But  with  bold  pinion  (he  hath  dar'd  to  fly. 
And  build  there  for  her  pleafure ;  none  fo  low. 
But  {he  hath  crept  into  it  ;.  made  it  know. 
And  feel  her  pow'r ;  in  courts,  in  camps  ihe  rei^s 
O'er  fober  citizens,  and  fimple  fvvains  ; 
E'en  in  our  temples  fhe  hath  fix'd  her  throne. 
And  'bove  God's  holy  altars  plac'd  her  own. 

More  to  increafe  the  horror  of  our  State, 
To  make  her  empire  lading  as  'tis  great. 
To  make  us  in  full-grown  perfedlion  feel 
Curfes  which  neither  Art  nor  Time  can  heal, 
AH  fhame  difcarded,  all  remains  of  pride, 
Meannefs  fits  crown'd,  and  triumphs  by  her  fide  ; 
Meannefs,  who  gleans  out  of  the  human  mind 
Thofe  few  good  feeds  which  Vice  had  left  behind, 
j  Thofe  feeds  which  might  in  time  to  virtue  tend. 
And  leaves  the  foul  without  a  pow'r  to  mend  ; 
Meannefs,  at  fight  of  whom,  with  brave  difdain 
The  bread  of  Manhood  fwells,  but  fwells  in  vain. 
Before  whom  Honour  makes  a  forc'd  retreat. 
And  Freedom  is  compell'd  to  quit  her  feat ; 
Meannefs  which,  like  that  mark  by  bloody  Cain 
Borne  in  his  forehead  for  a  brother  flain, 
God,  in  his  gr^at  and  all-fubduing  rage, 
,  Ordains  the  Handing  mark  of  this  vile  age. 
[       The  venal  hero  trucks  his  fame  for  gold. 
The  patriot's  virtue  for  a  place  is  fold. 
The  ftatefman  bargains  for  his  Country's  fliame. 
And  for  preferment  priefts  their  God  difclaim. 

I  3  Wom 
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Worn  out  with  luff,  her  day  of  lech'ry  o'er. 
The  mother  trains  the  daughter  which  fhe  bore 
In  her  own  paths  ;  the  father  aids  the  plan. 
And,  when  the  innocent  is  ripe  for  man,     . 
Sells  her  to  fome  old  letcher  for  a  wife. 
And  makes  her  an  adulterefs  for  life. 
Or  in  the  Papers  bids  his  name  appear. 

And  advertifes  for  a  L ; 

Hufband  and  wife  (whom  Av'rice  muft  applaud) 
Agree  to  fave  the  charge  of  pimp  and  bawd  ; 
Thefe  parts  they  play  themfelves,  a  frugal  pair. 
And  ihare  the  infamy,  the  gain  to  fhare  ; 
Well-pleas'd  to  find,  when  they  the  profits  tell. 
That  they  have  play'd  the  whore  and  rogue  fo  well. 

Nor  are  thefe  things  (which  might  imply  a  fpark 
Of  Ihame  ftill  left)  tranfadled  in  the  dark. 
No-T-to  the  public  they  are  open  laid. 
And  carried  on  like  any  other  trade. 
Scorning  to  mince  damnation,  and  too  proud 
To  work  the  works  of  darknefs  in  a  cloud. 
In  fulleft  vigour  Vice  maintains  her  fway  ; 
Free  are  ber  marts,  and  open  r<x  noon -day. 
Meannefs,  now  wed  to  Impudence,  no  more 
In  darknefs  ikulks,  and  trembles,  as  of  yore. 
When  the  light  breaks  upon  her  coward  eye  ; 
Boldly  fhe  ftalks  on  earth,  and  to  the  fky 
Xiifts  her  proud  head,  nor  fears  left  time  abate. 
And  turn  her  hufband's  love  to  canker'd  hate. 
Since  Fate,  to  make  them  more  fincerely  one. 
Hath  crown'd  their  loves  with  Montague  their  fon-i 

A  •Ion 
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A  fon  fo  like  his  dam,  fo  like  his  fire. 
With  all  the  mother's  crafc,  the  father's  fire. 
An  image  fo  exprefs  in  every  part, 
•So  like  in  all  bad  qualities  of  heart. 
That,  had  they  fifty  children,  he  alone 
Would  Hand  as  heir  apparent  to  the  throne. 

With  our  own  ifland  vices  not  content. 
We  rob  our  neighbours  on  the  continent. 
Dance  Europe  round,  and  vifit  ev'ry  Court, 
To  ape  {heir  follies  and  their  crimes  import. 
To  diff 'rent  lands  for  diiF'rent  iins  we  roam. 
And,  richly  freighted,  bring  our  cargo  home, 
Kobly  indulhious  to  make  Vice  appear 
In  her  full  ftate,  and  perfedl  only  here. 

To  Holland,  where  Politenefs  ever  reigns. 
Where  primitive  Sincerity  remains. 
And  makes  a  ftand,  where  Freedom  in  her  <:ourfe 
Hath  left  her  name,  tho'  {he  hath  loil  her  force 
In  that,  as  other  lands,  where  fimple  Trade 
Was  never  in  the  garb  of  Fraud  array'd. 
Where  Av'rice  never  dar'd  to  fhew  his  head. 
Where,  like  a  fmiling  cherub,  Mercy,  led 
By  Reafon,  bleffes  the  fweet-blooded  race. 
And  Cruelty  could  never  find  a  place. 
To  Holland  for  that  charity  we  roam. 
Which  happily  begins  and  ends  at  home. 

France,  in  retam  for  peace  and  pow'r  reI!or'd, 
For  all  thofe  countries,  which  the  hero's  fword 
Unprofitably  purchas'd,  idly  thrown 
Into  her  lap,  and  made  once  more  her  o\vn  ; 

I  4  Frr.ncs 
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France  hath  afforded  large  and  rich  fupplics 
Of  vanities  full-trimm'd,  of  polifh'd  Jies, 
Of  foothing  flatteries,  which  thro'  the  ears 
Steal  to  and  melt  the  heart,  of  flavifh  fears 
Which  break  the  fpirit,  and  of  abjeft  fraud— 
for  which,  alas  !  we  need  not  fend  abroad. 

Spain  gives  us  pride — which  Spain  to  all  the  earth 
May  largely  give,  nor  fear  herfelf  a  dearth — 
Xjives  us  th^t  jealoufy,  which,  born  of  fear 
And  mean  diftruft,  grows  not  by  nature  here— 
Gives  us  that  fuperftitlon,  which  pretends 
By  the  worft  means  to  ferve  the  belt  of  ends— 
That  cruelty,  which,  ftranger  to  the  brave. 
Dwells  only  with  the  coward,  and  the  flave ; 
That  cruelty,  which  led  her  chriftian  bands 
With  more  than  favage  rage  o'er  favage  lands. 
Bade  her  without  remcrfe  whole  countries  thin. 
And  hold  of  nought  but  mercy  as  a  fm. 

Italia,  nurfe  of  ev'ry  fofter  art. 
Who,  feigning  to  refine,  unmans  the  heart. 
Who  lays  the  realms  of  Senfe  and  Virtue  wafte. 
Who  mars  whilft  fhe  pretends  to  mend  our  tafte  j 
Italia,  to  compleat  and  crown  our  fhame. 
Sends  us  a  fiend,  and  Legion  is  his  name. 
The  farce  of  greatnefs  without  being  great. 
Pride  without  pow'r,  titles  without  eflate. 
Souls  without  vigour,  bodies  without  force. 
Hate  without  caufe,  revenge  without  remorfe. 
Dark  mean  revenge,  murder  without  defence, 
Jealoufy  without  love,  found  without  fenfe, 

Mirth 
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•Mirth  without  humour,  without  wit  grimace. 
Faith  without  reafon,  gofpel  without  grace. 
Zeal  without  knowledge,  without  nature  art. 
Men  without  manhood,  women  without  heart, 
Hal/-mcD,  who,  dry  and  pithlefs,  are  debarr'd 
From  man's  beil  joys—no  fooner  made  than  marr'd— 
Haif-mea,  whom  many  a  rich  .and  »c^/^  damCj 
To  ferve  her  luft,  and  yet  fecure  her  fame. 
Keeps  on  high  diet,  as  we  capons  feed. 
To  glut  our  appetites  at  laft  decreed  ; 
Women,  who  dance  inpoftures  fo  obfcene. 
They  might  awaken  ftiame  in  Aretine.; 
Who,  when  retir'd  from  the  day's  piercing  light. 
They  celebrate  the  mylleries  of  night, 
.  Might  make  the  Mufes,  in  a  comer  plac'd 
To  view  their  monllrous  lufts,  deem  Sappho  chafte;; 
Thefe,  and  a  thoufand  follies  rank  as  thefe, 
A  thoufand  faults,  ten  thoufand  fools,  who  pleafe 
Oar  pall'd  and  fickly  tafte,  ten  thoufand  knaves. 
Who  ferve  our  foes  as  fpies,  and  us  as  flavcs. 
Who  by  degrees,  and  unperceiv'd,  prepare 
Our  necks  for  chains  which  they  already  wear. 
Madly  we  entertain,  at  the  expence 
Of  Fame,  of  Virtue,  Tafte,  and  Common  Senfe. 

I>Ior  Jlop  we  here — the  foft  luxurious  Eaft, 
Where  man,  his  foul  degraded,  from  the  beaft 
In  nothing  diflF^rent  but  in  fhape  we  view. 
They  walk  on  four  legs,  and  he  walks  on  t«'o, 
Attrafts  our  eye  ;  and  flowing  from  that  fource, 
5  ins  of  the  blackell  character,  fins  worfe 

Than 
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Than  all  her  plagues,  which  truly  to  unfofd 
Would  make  the  beft  blood  in  my  veins  run  cold. 
And  flrike  all  manhood  dead,  which  but  to  name 
Would  call  up  in  my  cheeks  the  marks  of  fhame; 
Sins,  if  fuch  fms  can  be,  which  ffiut  out  grace. 
Which  for  the  guilty  leave  no  hope,  no  place 
E'en  in  God's  mercy,  fms  'gainft  Nature's  pkn 
Poffefs  the  land  at  large,  and  man  for  man 
Burn  in  thofe  fires,  which  Hell  alone  could  raife 
To  make  him  more  than  damn'd,  which,  in  the  days 
Of  puniihment,  when  guilt  becomes  her  prey. 
With  all  her  tortures  fhe  can  fcarce  repay. 

Be  grace  ftiut  out,  be  mercy  deaf ;  let  God 
'With  tenfold  terrors  arm  that  dreadful  nod 
Which  fpeaks  them  loft,  and  fentenc'd  to  defpair  ; 
JDiftending  wide  her  jaws,  let  Hell  prepare 
For  thofe  who  thus  oifend  amongft  mankind, 
A  fire  more  fierce,  and  tortures  more  refin'd  ; 
On  earth,  which  groans  beneath  their  monftrotis  weight. 
On  earth,  alas  !  they  m.eet  a  dlft'rent  fate  ; 
And  whil ft  the  laws,  falfe  grace,  falfe  mercy  fliewn. 
Are  taught  to  wear  a  foftnefs  not  their  oWn, 
Men,  whom  the  beafts  would  fpurn,  fhould  they  appe;^ 
Amongft  the  honeft  herd,  find  refuge  here. 

No  longer  by  vain  fear  or  fhame  controul'd. 
From  long,  too  long  fecurity  grown  bold. 
Mocking  rebuke,  they  brave  it  in  our  ftreets. 
And  Lumley  e'en  at  noon  his  miftrefs  meets  : 
So  public  in  their  crimes,  fo  daring  grown. 
They  almofl:  take  a  pride  to  have  them  known  ; 

And 
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And  each  unnat'ral  villain  fcarce  endures 
To  make  a  fecret  of  his  vile  amours. 
Go  where  we  will,  at  ev'ry  time  and  place, 
Sodom  confronts,  and  Hares  us  in  the  face  ; 
They  ply  in  public  at  our  very  doors. 
And  take  the  bread  from  much  more  honeft  whores* 
Thofe  who  are  mean  high  paramours  fecure. 
And  the  rich  guilty  fcreen  the  guilty  poor  ; 
The  fm  too  proud  to  feel  from  reafon  awe. 
And  thofe  who  praftife  it  too  great  for  law. 
Woman,  the  pride  and  happinefs  of  Man, 
Without  whofe  foft  endearments  Nature's  plan 
-Had  been  a  blank,  and  Life  not  worth  a  thought ; 
Womaity  by  all  the  Loves  and  Graces  taught. 
With  fcfteft  arts,  and  fure,  tho'  hidden  fkill. 
To  humanize,  and  mould  us  to  her  will ; 
■  Worr.arty  with  more  than  common  grac-e  formed  htre^ 
With  the  perfuafive  language  of  a  tear 
To  melt  the  rugged  temper  of  our  ifle. 
Or  win  us  to  her  purpofe  with  a  fmile  ; 
■Woman,  by  fate  the  quickeft  fpur  decreed. 
The  faireft,  beft  reward  of  ev'ry  deed 
Which  bears  the  {lamp  of  honour  ;  at  whofe  name 
Our  ancient  heroes  caught  a  quicker  flame. 
And  dar'd  beyond  belief,  whilll  o'er  the  plain> 
■Spurning  the  carcafes  of  Princes  fiain, 
Oonfuiion  proudly  firode,  whilit  Horror  blew 
'The  fatal  trump,  and  Death  ftalk'd-fuU  in  view; 
^'eman  is  out  of  date,  a  thing  thrown  by 
\  having  loft  i;«  ufe  ;  no  more  the  eye 

Viith 
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W\t)\  female  beauty  caught,  in  wild  amaze. 
Gazes  entranc'd,  and  could  for  ever  gaze  ; 
No  more  the  heart,  that  feat  where  love  refides. 
Each  breath  drawn  quick  and  ftiort,  in  fuller  tides 
Life  polling  thro'  the  veins,  each  pulfe  on  fire. 
And  the  whole  body  tingling  with  defire. 
Pants  for  thofe  charms,  which  Virtue  might  engage 
To  break  his  vow,  and  thaw  the  froft  of  Age, 
^Bidding  each  trembling  nerve,  each  mufcle  ftrain. 
And  giving  pleafure  which  is  almofl  pain. 
Women  are  kept  for  nothing  but  the  breed  ; 
For  pleafure  we  muft  have  a  Ganymede  ; 
A  fine,  frefti  Hylas,  a  delicious  boy. 
To  ferve  our  purpofes  of  beaftly  joy. 

Faireft  of  nymphs  where  ev'ry  nymph  is  fair. 
Whom  Nature  form'd  with  more  than  common  care. 
With  more  than  common  care  whom  Art  improv'd, 
.  And  both  declar'd  moft  worthy  to  be  lov'd, 
■  negledled  wanders,  whilft  a  croud 


Purfue,  and  confecrate  the  fteps  -■         ■■  -.. 

5he,  haplefs  maid,  born  in  a  wretched  hour, 

Walles  Life's  gay  prime  in  vain,  like  feme  fair  flovv'r. 

Sweet  in  its  fcent,  and  lively  in  its  hue. 

Which  withers  on  the  ftalk  from  whence  it  grew. 

And  dies  uncropp'd ;  whilft  he,  admir'd,  carefs'd, 

Belov'd,  and  ev'ry  where  a  welcome  guefl. 

With  brutes  of  rank  and  fortune  plays  the  whore. 

For  this  unnat'ral  luft  a  common  fewer. 

Dine  with  Apicius — at  his  fumptuous  board 
Find  All  the  world  of  dainties  can  afford — 

And 
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Aud  yet  (fo  much  diflemper'd  fpirits  pall" 
The  fickly  appetite)  amidlt  them  all 
Apicius  finds  no  joy,  but^  whilil  he  carves 
Far  ev'ry  gueft,  the  landlord  fits  and  ftarves. 

The  foreft  haunch,  fine  fat,. in  flavour  high. 
Kept  to  a  moment,  fmokes  before  his  eye. 
But  fmokes  in  vain ;  his  heedlefs  eye  runs  o'er 
And-  loaths  what  he  had  deified  before  ;. 
The  turtle,  of.  a  great  and  glorious  fiae, . 
"Worth.its  own  weight  in  gold, ,  a  mighty  prize 
For  which  a  man  of  tafte  all  rifques  would  run,. 
Itfelf  a  feail,  and  ev'ry  difh.  in  one  ; 
The  turtle  in  luxurious  pomp  comes  in, . 
Kept,  kill'd,  cut  up,  prepar'd,  and  drefs'd  by  Quia: 
In  vaia  it  comes,  in  vain  lies  full  in  view; 
As  Quin  hath  drefs'd  it,  he  may  eat  it  too, 
Apicius  cannot. — When  the  glafs  goes  round. 
Quick-circling,  and  the  roofs  with  mirth  refoiind, . 
Sober  he  fits,  and  filent^-AU  alone 
Tho'  m  a  croud,  and  to  himfelf  fcarce  known, - 
On  ^ief  he  feeds,  nor  friends  can  cure,  nor  wine 
Sufpend  his  cares,  and  make  him  ceafe  to  pine. 

Why  mourns  Apicius  thus  ?  Why  runs  his  eye, 
Heedlefs,  o'er  delicates,  which  from  the  fky. 
Might  call  down  Jove  r  Where  now  his  generous  wifli. 
That,  to  invent  a  new  and  better  diih. 
The  world  might  buniy  and  all  mankind  e:!^ire,. 
So  he  might  roail  a  Phoenix  at  the  fire  } 
Why  fwims  that  eye  in  tears,  which,  tbro'  a  race 

Of  fixty  y<'ars,  ne'er  fhew'd  one  fign  of  grace  ? 

Why 
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Why  feels  that  heart,  which  never  felt  before  ? 

Why  doth  that  pamper'd  glutton  eat  no  more. 

Who  only  liv'd  to  eat,  his  ftomach  pall'd. 

And  drown'd  in  floods  of  forrow  ?  Hath  Fate  called 

His  father  from  the  grave  to  fecond  life  ? 

Hath  Clodius  on  his  hands  return'd  his  wife; 

Gr  hath  the  law,  by  ftrideft  juftice  taught, 

Gompell'd  him  to  reftore  the  dower  Ihe  brought  ? 

Hath  fome  bold  creditor  againit  has  will 

Erought  in,  and  forc'd  him  to  difcharge  a  bill. 

Where  eating  had  no  Ihare  ?  Hath  fome  vain  wench 

Run  out  his  wealth,  and  forc'd  him  to  retrench  ? 

Hath  any  rival  glutton  got  the  ftart. 

And  beat  him  in  his  own  luxurious  art  ; 

Bought  cates  for  which  Apicius  could  not  pay, 

Gr  dreft  old  dainties  in  a  newer  way  ? 

Hath  his  cook,  worthy  to  be  llain  with  rods, 

Spoil'd  a  dilh  fit  to  entertain  the  gods  ; 

Gr  hath  fome  varlet,  crofs'd  by  cruel  fate. 

Thrown  down  the  price  of  empires  in  a  plate  ? 
None,  none  of  thefe— his  fervants  all  are  try'd. 

So  fure  they  walk  on  ice,  and  never  Hide  ; 

His  cook,  an  acquifition  made  in  France, 

Might  put  a  Chloe  out  of  countenance. 

Nor,  tho'  old  Holies  ftill  maintains  his  ftand. 

Hath  he  one  rival  glutton  in  the  land  ; 

Women  are  all  the  objects  of  his  hate. 

His  debts  are  all  unpaid,  and  yet  his  ftate 

In  full  fecurity  and  triumph  held, 

Unlefs  for  once  a  knave  fhould  be  expell'd  j 

His 
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His  wife  is  ftill  a  whore,  and  in  his  ppw'r. 
The  woman  gone,  he  IHU  retains  the  dow'r  ; 
Sound  in  the  grave  (thanks  to  his  filial  care 
Which  mix'd  the  draught,  and  kindly  fent  him  there) 
His  father  flecps,  and,  'till  the  lall  trump  fliake 
The  comers  of  the  earth,  Ihall  not  awake. 

Whence  flows  this  forrow  then  ?  Behind  his  ch<ur 
Did'ft  thou  not  fee,  deck'd  with  a  folitaire. 
Which  on  his  bare  breaft  glitt'ring  play'd,  and  grac'd 
With  niceft  ornaments,  a  tripling  plac'd, 
A  fmopth,  fmug,  ftripling,  in  life's  fairell  prime  ? 
Did'fl  thou  not  mind  too,  how  from  time  to  time 
The  monftrous  letcher,  tempted  to  defpife 
All  other  dainties,  thither  tum'd  his  eyes  ? 
How  he  feem'd  inly  to  reproach  us  all. 
Who  ftrove  his  fix'd  attention  to  recall. 
And  how  he  wilh'd,  e'en  at  the  time  of  grace. 
Like  Janus,  to  have  had  a  double  face  ? 
His  caufe  of  grief  behold  in  that  fair  boy ; 
Apicii;s  dotes,  and  Corydon  is  coy. 

Vain  and  unthinking  ftripling  !  When  the  glafj 
Meets  thy  too  curious  eye,  and,  as  you  pafs, 
Flatt'fing,  prefents  in  fmiles  thy  image  there. 
Why  doft  thou  blefs  the  gods,  who  made  thee  fair  ? 
Blame  their  large  bounties,  and  with  reafon  blame  ; 
Curfe,  curfe  thy  beauty,  for  it  leads  to  fhame. 
When  thy  hot  Lord,  to  work  thee  to  his  end. 
Bids  fhow'rs  of  gold  into  thy  breaft  defcend, 
Sufpeft  his  gifts,  nor  the  vile  giver  truft ; 
They're  baits  for  virtue,  and  iinell  flrong  of  luf?. 

On 
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Qn  thofe  gay,  gaudy  trappings  which  adorn 

The  temple  of  thy  body,  look  with  fcorn. 

View  them  with  horror  ;  they  pollution  mean. 

And  deepeil  ruin :  thou  halt  often  feen. 

From  'mongft  the  herd,  the  faireft  and  the  bell 

Carefully  fingled  out,  and  richly  dreft. 

With  grandeur  mock'd,  for  facrifice  decreed. 

Only  in  greater  pomp  at  lafl  to  bleed. 

Be  warn'd  in  time,  the  threaten'd  danger  fhun. 

To  ftay  a  moment  is  to  be  undone. 

What  tho',  temptation-proof,  thy  virtue  (hine. 

Nor  bribes  can  move,  nor  arts  can  undermine. 

All  other  methods  failing,  one  refource 

Is  ftill  behind,  and  thou  muft  yield  to  force. 

Paint  to  thyfelf  the  horrors  of  a  rape, 

Moll  ftrongly  paint,  and,  whilft  thou  can'ft,  efcap  e  •; , 

Mind'iTOt  his  promifes — they're  made  in  fport — 

Made  to  be  broke — ^Was  he- not  bred  at  Court  ? 

Truft  net  his  honour,  he's  a  man  of-  birth  ; 

Attend  not  to  his  oaths— they're  made  on  earth. 

Not  reglfter'd  in  Heav'n — He  mocks  at  grace. 

And  in  his  creed.  God  never  found  a  place — 

Look  not  for  Confcience — for  he  knows  her  not. 

So  long  a  ftranger,  ftie  is  quite  forgot- — 

Nor  think  thyfelf  in  law  fecure  and  firm— 

Thy  mafter  is  a.  Lord,  and  thou  a  worm, 

A  poor  mean  reptile,  never  meant  to  think. 

Who,  being  well  fupplied  wit^h  meat  and  drink,- 

And  fufi'er'd  juft  to  crawl  from  place  to- place. 

Mull  ferve  Ms  lults,  and  think  uc  does  thee  grace.  - 

'  Fly 


I 
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Fly,  then,  whilft  yet  'tis  in  thy  pow'r  to  fly  : 
But  whither  can'ft  thou  go  ?  on  whom  rely 
For  wifh'd  proteftion  ?  Virtue's  fure  to  meet 
An  armed  hoft  of  foes  in  ev'ry  ftreet. 
What  boots  it,  of  Apicius  fearful  grown. 
Headlong  to  fly  into  the  arms  of  Stone  ? 
Or  why  take  refuge  in  the  houfe  of  pray'r. 
If  fure  to  meet  with  an  Apicius  there  ? 
Trull  not  old  age,  which  will  thy  faith  betray. 
Saint  Socrates  is  ftill  a  goat,  tho'  gray  ; 
Truft  not  green  youth  ;  Florio  will  fcarce  go  down, , 
And,  at  eighteen,  hath  furfeited  the  town  ; 
Trull  not  to  rakes — alas  !  'tis  all  pretence — 
They  take  up  raking  only  as  a  fence 
'Gainft  common  fame— place  H  — —  in  thy  view  ; 
He  keeps  one  whore  as  Barrowby  kept  two ; 

Trull  not  to  marriage — T took  a  wife. 

Who  chaile  as  Dian  might  have  pafs'd  her  life,  . 
Had  ftie  not,  far  more  prudent  in  her  aim, 
(To  propagate  the  honours  of  his  name, . 
And  fave  expiring  titles)  taken  care 
Without  his  knowledge  to  provide  an  heir  ; 
Truft  not  to  marriage,  in  mankind  unread  ; 
S *s  a  married  man,  and  S new  wed. 

Would'ft  thou  be  fafe  ?  Society  forfwear. 
Fly  to  the  defart,  and  feek  Ihelter  there. 
Herd  with  the  brutes— they  follow  Nature'i  plan^— 
There's  not  one  brute  fo  dangerous  as  man 
In  Afric's  wilds — 'mongfl  them  that  refuge  find,. 
Which  lull  denies  thee  here  among  mankind  ; 
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Renounce  thy  name,  thy  nature,  and  no  more 
Pique  thy  vain  pride  on  manhood  ;  on  all  four 
Walk,  as  you  fee  thofe  honeft  creatures  do. 
And  quite  forget  that  once  you  walk'd  on  two. 

But  if  the  thoughts  of  folitude  alarm. 
And  fecial  life  hath  one  remaining  charm. 
If  Hill  thou  art  to  jeopardy  decreed 
Amongft  the  raonfters  of  Augufta's  breed. 
Lay  by  thy  fex,  thy  fafety  to  procure ; 
Put  off  the  man,  from  men  to  live  fecure  ; 
Go  forth  a  woman  to  the  public  view. 
And  with  their  garb  afiurne  their  manners  too. 
Had  the  light-footed  Greek  of  Chiron's  fchool 
Been  wife  enough  to  keep  this  fingle  rule. 
The  maudlin  hero,  like  a  puling  boy 
P.obb'd  of  his  play-thing,  on  the  plains  of  Troy 
Had  never  blubber'd  at  Patroclus'  tomb. 
And  plac'd  his  minion  in  his  miftrefs'  room. 
Ee  not  in  this  than  catamites  more  nice. 
Do  that  for  virtue,  which  they  do  for  vice. 
Thus  ihalt  thou  pafs  untainted  life's  gay  bloom. 
Thus  ftand  uncourted  in  the  drawing-room. 
At  midnight  thus,  untempted,  walk  the  llreet. 
And  run  no  danger  but  of  being  beat. 

Where  is  the  mother,  whofe  officious  zeal 
Difcreetly  judging  what  her  daughters  feel 
By  what  fiie  felt  herfelf  in  days  of  yore, 
Againit  that  letcher  Man  makes  fall  the  door  ? 
Who  not  permits,  e'en  for  the  fake  of  pray'r, 
A  prieft,  uncalh'-atsd,  to  enter  there. 
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Nor  (could  her  wifhes  and  her  care  prevail) 
Would  fufFer  in  the  houfe  a  fly  that's  male  ? 
Let  her  difcharge  her  cares,  throw  wide  her  doors. 
Her  daughters  cannot,  if  they  would,  be  whores  ; 
Nor  can  a  man  be  found,  as  times  now  go. 
Who  thinks  it  worth  his  while  to  make  them  fo. 

Tho'  they  more  frelh,  more  lively  than  the  morn. 
And  brighter  than  the  noon-day  fun,  adorn 
The  works  of  Nature  ;  tho'  the  mother's  grace 
Revives,  improv'd,  in  every  daughter's  face  ; 
Undiiciplin'd  in  dull  Difcretion's  rules. 
Untaught,  and  undebauch'd  by  boarding-fchools. 
Free  and  unguarded,  let  them  range  the  town. 
Go  forth  at  random,  and  run  Pleafure  do«^. 
Start  where  fhe  will,  difcard  all  taint  of  fear. 
Nor  think  of  danger,  when  no  danger's  near. 
Watch  not  their  Heps — They're  fate  without  thy  care* 
Unlefs,  like  jennets,  they  conceive  by  air. 
And  ev'ry  one  of  them  may  die  a  nun, 
Unlefs  they  breed,  like  carrion,  in  the  fun. 
Men,  dead  to  pleafure,  as  they're  dead  to  grace, 
Againll  the  law  of  Nature  fet  their  face. 
The  grand  primeval  law,  and  feem  combin'd 
To  ftop  the  propagation  of  mankind  ; 
Vile  Pathicks  read  the  Marriage  Acl  with  pride. 
And  fancy  that  the  Law  is  on  their  iidc. 

Broke  dov/n,  and  frrength  a  ftranger  to  his  bedi' 
Old  L  ■■  -  ,  tho'  yet  alive,  is  dead  ; 

T— —  lives  no  more,  or  lives  not  to  our  ifle  j 
No  longer  blell  \Vith  a  Cz  ■     -'s  fmile    • 
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is  at  P  difgracM, 


And  Mr—    ■       grown  gray,  perforce  grows  chafte-]: 

Nor,  to  the  credit  of  our  modeft  race, 

Rifes  one  ftallion  to  fupply  their  place. 

A  maidenhead,  which,  twenty  years  ago. 

In  mid  December  the  rank  fly  would  blow 

Tho'  clofely  kept,  tio-zv,  when  the  Dog-Star's  heat 

Enfiames  the  marrow  in  the  very  ftreet, 

IVlay  lie  untouch'd,  left  for  the  worms,  by  thofe 

Who  daintily  pafs  by,  and  hold  their  nofe. 

Poor,  plain  Concupifcence  is  in  difgrace. 

And  fimple  Letch^ry  dares  not  fhew  her  face> 

Left  fhe  be  fent  to  Bridewell :  bankrupts  made. 

To  fave  their  fortunes,  bawds  leave  off  that  trade, . 

Which  iirft  had  left  off  them  ;  to  Wellclo/e-Square 

Fine,  frefn,  young  ftrurapets  (for  Dodd  preaches  tliere 

Throng  for  fabfiftence  ;  pimps  no  longer  thrive. 

And  penfions  only  keep  L- alive. 

Where  is  the  mother,  who  thinks  all  her  pain. 
And  all  her  jeopardy  of  travail,  gain. 
When  a  man-child  is  born  ;  thinks  ev'ry  pray'r. 
Paid  to  the  full,  and  anfvver'd  in  an  heir  ? 
i;hort-fighted  woman  !  little  doth  fhe  know 
What  ftreams  of  forrow  from  that  fource  may  flow  i 
Little  fufpeft,  while  flie  furveys  her  boy. 
Her  young  Narcifius,  with  an  eye  of  joy 
Too  full  for  continence,  that  Fate  could  give 
Her  darling  as  a  curfe  ;  that  flie  may  live. 
Ere  fixteen  winters  their  fhcrt  courfe  have  run, 
in  agonies  of  foul,  to  curfe  that  fon. 

Prav 
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Pray  then  for  daughters,  ye  wife  mothers,  pray; 
They  ihall  reward  your  love,  not  make  you  gray 
Before  your  time  with  forrow ;  they  ftiall  give 
-Ages  of  peace  and  comfort,  whllft  ye  live 
Make  life  moll  truly  worth  your  care,  and  feve, 
Jn  fpite  of  death,  your  mem'ries  from  the  grave. 

That  fenfe,  with  more  than  manly  vigour  fraught. 
That  fortitude  of  foul,  that  ftretch  of  thought. 
That  genius,  great  beyond  the  narrow  bound 
■Of  earth's  low  walk,  that  judgment  perfedt  found 
When  wanted  moft,  that  purity  of  tafre 
Which  Critics  mention  by  the  name  of  Challe 
J^dorn'd  with  elegance,  that  eafy  flow 
•Of  ready  v.it  which  never  made  a  foe. 
That  face,  that  form,  that  dignity,  that  eafe, 
Thcfe  pow'rs  of  pleafing  with  that  will  to  pleafe, 
■By  which  Lepel,  when  in  her  youthful  days, 
'E'en  from  the  currifti  Pope  extorted  praife. 
We  fee,  tranfmitted,  in  her  daughter  Ihine, 
.And  view  a  new  Lepel  in  Caroline. 

Is  a  fon  bom  into  this  world  of  woe  ? 
Jn  never-ceafing  ilreams  let  forrow  flow  ; 
Be  from  that  hour  the  houfe  with  fables  hang. 
Let  lamentations  dwell  upon  thy  tongue. 
E'en  from  the  moment  that  he  firft  began 
To  wail  and  whine  ;  let  him '  not  fee  a  man  ; 
Lock,  lock  him  up,  far  from  the  public  eye. 
Give  him  no  opportunity  to  buy. 

Or  to  be  bought  :  B ,  tho'  rich,  was  fold. 

And  gave  his  body  up  to  Ihame  for  gold. 

K  3  Let 
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Let  it  be  bruited  all  about  the  town. 
That  he  is  coarfe,  indelicate  and  brown. 
An  antidote  to  luft,  his  face  deep  fcarr'd 
With  the  fmall-pox,  his  body  maim'd  and  marr'd, 
Eat  up  with  the  King'fi-evil,  and  his  blood. 
Tainted  throughout,  a  thick  and  putrid  flood. 
Where  dwells  Corruption,  making  him  all  o'er. 
From  head  to  foot,  a  rank  and  running  fore. 
Should'ft  thou  report  him  as  by  Nature  made. 
He  is  undone,  and  by  thy  praife  betray'd; 
Giv^e  him  out  fair,  letchers  in  number  more. 
More  brutal  and  more  fierce,  than  throng'd  the  door 
Of  Lot  in  Sodom,  fhall  to  thine  repair. 
And  force  a  paiTage,  tho'  a  God  is  there. 

Let  him  not  have  one  fervant  that  is  male  ; 
Where  Lords  are  baiRed,  fervants  oft  prevail. 
Some  vices  they  propofe,  to  all  agree  ; 
H was  guilty,  but  was  M free  ? 

Give  him  no  tutor— throw  him  to  a  punk. 
Rather  than  trufl  his  morals  to  a  monk — 
Monks  we  all  know  —we,  who  have  liv'd  at  home. 
From  fair  report,  and  travellers,  who  roam. 
More  feelingly-^nor  truft  him  to  the  gown, 
'Tis  oft  a  covering  in  this  vile-  town 
For  bafe  defigns  ;  ourfelves  have  liv'd  to  fee 
More  than  one  par/on  in  the  pillory. 
Should  he  have  brothers,   (image  to  thy  view 
A  fcene,  which,  tho'  not  public  made,  is  true) 
Let  not  one  brother  be  to  t'  other  known. 
Nor  let  his  father  ft:  with  Mm  .alone. 
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Be  aPi  his  fervants  female,  young,  and  fair  ; 
And  if  the  pride  of  Nature  fpur  thy  heir 
To  deeds  of  venery,  if,  hot  and  wild. 
He  chance  to  get  feme  fcore  of  maids  with  child. 
Chide,  but  forgive  him  ;  whoredom  is  a  crime. 
Which,  more  at  this  than  any  other  time. 
Calls  for  indulgence,  and,  'mongft  fuch  a  race. 
To  have  a  baftard  is  fome  fign  of  grace. 

Eorn  in  fuch  times,  ihould  I  fit  tamely  down, 
Supprefs  my  rage,  and  faunter  thro'  the  town 
As  one  who  knew  not,  or  who  ftiar'd  thefe  crimes  ? 
Should  I  at  lefler  evils  point  my  rimes. 
And  let  this  giant  fin,  in  the  full  eye 
Of  obfervation,  pafs  unwounded  by  ? 
Tho'  our  meek  wives,  paffive  obedience  taught, 
■Patiently  bear  thcfe  wrongs  for  which  they  ought. 
With  the  brave  fpirit  cf  their  dams  poflefs'd. 
To  plant  a  dagger  in  each  hu (band's  breaft. 
To  cut  off  male  incrcafe  from  this  fair  ifle, 
And  turn  our  Thames  into  another  Nile  ; 
Tho',  on  his  Sunday,  the  fmug  pulpiteer. 
Loud  'gainft  all  other  crimes,  is  filent  here. 
And  thinks  himfelf  abfolv'd,  in  the  pretence 
Of  decency,  which  meant  for  the  defence 
Of  real  Virtue,  and  to  raife  her  price. 
Becomes  an  agent  for  the  caufe  of  Vice  ; 
Tho'  the  Law  f.eeps,  and  thro'  the  care  they  take 
To  drug  her  well,  may  never  more  awake  ; 
Born  in  fuch  times,  nor  with  tliat  patience  curft 
Which  faints  may  boaft  of,  I  maft  fpeak,  or  burfti 
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But  if,  too  eager  in  my  bold  career. 
Haply  I  wound  the  nice  and  chafter  ear. 
If  all  unguarded,  all  too  rude,  I  fpeak, 
And  call  up  bluflies  in  the  maiden's  cheek. 
Forgive,  ye  fair— my  real  motives  view. 
And  to  forgivenefs  add  your  praifes  too. 
For  you  I  write — nor  wifh  a  better  plan. 
The  caufe  of  Woman  is  moft  worthy  Man— 
For  you  I  ftill  will  write,  nor  hold  my  hand, 
Whilft  there's  one  Have  of  Sodom  in  the  land. 

Let  them  fly  far,  and  ikulk  from  place  to  place, 
Not  daring  to  meet  manhcod  face  to  face. 
Their  fteps  I'll  track,  nor  yield  them  one  retreat 
Where  they  may  hide  their  heads,  or  reft  their  feet, 
'Till  God  in  wrath  fhall  let  his  vengeance  fall. 
And  make  a  great  example  of  them  all,  ^ 
Bidding  in  one  grand  pile  this  town  expire. 
Her  tow'rs  in  daft,  her  Thames  a  lake  of  fire  ; 
Or  they  (moft  worth  our  wiih)  convinc'd,  tho'  late. 
Of  their  paft  crimes,  and  dangerous  eftate^ 
Pardon  of  women  with  repentance  buy, 
.And  learn  to  honour  them,  as  .much  as  I. 
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HAPPY  the  BarJ  {tko'  fewiuch  Bards  we  find) 
Who,  'bove  controolment,  dares  to  fpeak  his 
mind ; 
Dares,  unabafh'd,  in  ev'ry  place  appear. 
And  nothing  fears,  but  what  he  ought  to  fear. 
Him  Fafhion  cannot  tempt,  him  abjed  Need 
Cannot  compel,  him  Pride  cannot  miflead 
To  be  the  llave  of  Greatnefs,  to  ftrike  fail. 
When,  fweeping  onward  with  her  peacock's  tail. 
Quality,  in  full  plumage,  paffes  by  ; 
He  views  her  with  a  fix'd,  contemptuous  eye. 
And  mocks  the  puppet,  keeps  his  own  due  fbite. 
And  is  above  converiing  with  the  great. 

Terifti  thofe  fiaves,  thofe  jninions  of  the  quill. 
Who  have  confpir'd  to  feize  that  facred  hill 
V.liere  the  Nine  Sifters  pour  a  genuine  flrain. 
And  funk  the  mountain  level  with  the  plain  ; 
W^ho,  with  mean,  private  views,  and  ferviie  art, 
2*Io  fpark  of  virtue  living  in  their  heart, 
Jiave  bafely  turn'd  apollates,  have  debas'd 
Their  dignity  of  office,  have  dilgrac'd, 

like 
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Like  Eli's  fons,  the  altars  where  they  ftand. 
And  caus'd  their  name  to  ftink  thro'  all  the  land. 
Have  ftoop'd  to  proftitute  their  venal  pen 
For  the  fupport  of  great  but  guilty  men. 
Have  made  the  Bard,  of  their  own  vile  accord. 
Inferior  to  tliat  Thing  we  call  zLcrd. 

What  is  a  Lord?  Doth  that  plain,  fimple  word 
-Contain  fome  magic  fpell  ?  As  foon  as  heard, 
•  Like  an  alarum-bell  on  Night's  dull  ear. 
Doth  it  ftrike  louder,  and  more  ftrong  appear 
Than  other  words  ?  Whether  we  will   or  no. 
Thro'  Reafon's -Court  doth  it  unqueftion'd  go 
-E'en  on  the  mention,  and  of  courfe  tranfmit 
Notions  of  fomething  excellent,  of  wit 
Pleafing  tho'  keen,  of  humour  irc^  tho'  chafte. 
Of  fterling.  genius  with  found  judgment  grac'd. 
Of  virtue  far  above  temptation's  reach. 
And  honour  which  not  malice  can  impeach? 
-Believe it  not— 'twas  Nature's  firft  intent, 
Before  their  rank  became  their  punilhment. 
They  fliould  have  pafs'd  for  men,  nor  blulh'd  to  prize 
The  bleffings  fhe  beftow'd — She  gave  them  eyes. 
And  they  could  fee — ihe  gave  them  ears — they  heard — 
The  inftruments  of  ftirring,  and  they  llirr'd — 
Like  us,  they  were  aefign'd  to  eat,  to  drink. 
To  talk,  and  (ev'ry  now  and  then)  to  think  ; 
'Till  they,  by  pride  corrupted,  for  the  fake 
•Of  Angularity,  difclaim'd  that  make  ; 
"'Till  they,  difdaining  Nature's  vulgar  mode, 
Jlew  «ir,  and  ilruck  into  another  read. 

More 
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Vlore  fitting  ^ualitj,  and  to  our  view 

[Tame  forth  a  fpecies  altogether  new, 

Jomething  we  had  not  known,  and  could  not  know, 

Like  nothing  of  God's  making  here  below  ; 

siature  exclaim 'd  with  wonder — LorJs  are  Things, 

>Vhich,  never  made  by  me,  were  made  by  Kings. 

A  Lord  (nor  let  the  honeft  and  the  brave, 
rhe  true,  old  noble  with  the  fool  and  knave 
rlcre  mix  his  fame ;  curll  be  that  thought  of  mine, 
IVhich  with  a  B —  and  F —  ftiould  Grafton  join) 
A  Lord  (nor  here  let  cenfure  raflily  call 
Wy  j.uft  contempt  of  fome,  abufe  of  all. 
And  as  of  late,  when  Sodom  was  my  theme. 
Slander  my  purpofe,  and  my  Mufe  blafpheme, 
Becaufe  (he  flops  not,  rapid  in  her  fong. 
To  make  exceptions  as  the  goes  along, 
Tho'  well  fhe  hopes  to  find,  another  year, 
A  whole  Minority  exceptions  here) 
A  mere,  mere  Lord,  with  nothing  but  the  name. 
Wealth  all  his  worth,  and  title  all  his  fame. 
Lives  on  another  man  ;  himfelf  a  blank, 
Thanklefs  he  lives,  or  muit  fome  grandlire  thank 
for  fmuggled  honours,  ^.nd  ill-gotten  pelf; 
A  Bcrd  o\\'e*>  a\\  to  Nature  and  himfelf. 

Gods,  iiowmy  foal  is  burnt  up  with  difdain, 
n  I -fee  men,  whom  Phosbus  in  1ms  train 
.t  view  with  pride,  lacquey  the  heels  of  thofe 
m  Genius  ranks  amongii  her  greateft  foes  ! 
what's  the  caufa?  Why  thefe  fame  fons  of  Scorn, 
....  ,..anks  to  them,  were  to  a  title  bcrn. 

And 
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And  could  not  help  it ;  by  chance  hither  fent. 
And  only  deities  by  accident. 
Had  fortune  on  our  getting  chanc'd  to  (hine. 
Their  birthright  honours  had  beenj;oar's  or  ?nine. 
' '  Twas  a  mere  random  ftroke  ;  and  Ihould  the  Throne 
Eye  thee  with  favour,  proud  and  lordly  grown. 
Thou,  tho'  a  Bard,  might'Il  be  their  fellow  yet. 
But  Felix  never  xan  be  made  a  Wit. 
No,  in  good  faith — that's  one  of  thofe  few  things 
Which  Fate  hath  plac'd  beyond  the  reach  of  Kings. 
•Bards  may  be  Lords,  but  'tis  not  in  the  cards. 
Play  how  we  will,  to  turn  Lords  into  Bards. 

A  Bar^ — a  Lore/ — Why  let  them  hand  in  hand 
Go  forth  as  friends,  and  travel  thro'  the  land  ; 
Obfcrve  which  word  the  people  can  digeft 
Moft  readily,  which  goes  to  market  bell. 
Which  gets  moft  credit  ;  whether  men  will  truft 
A  Bar^  becaufe  they  think  he  may  be  juft, 
>Or  on  zLcrJ  ■will  chufe  to  rlfque  their  gains, 
Tho'  Pri-vilege  in  that  point  ftill  remains. 

A  Bard — a  Lord—let  Reafon  take  her  fcales. 
And  fairly  weigh  thofe  words  ;  fee  which  prevails. 
Which  in  the  ballance  lightly  kicks  the  beam. 
And  which  by  finking,  we  tlie  viflor  deem. 

'Tis  done,  and  Hermes,  by  command  of  Jove, 
Summons  a  fynod  in  the  facred  grove. 
Gods  throng  with  gods  to  take  their  chairs  on  high. 
And  fit  in  ftate  the  Senate  of  the  ficy ; 
Whilft,  in  a  kind  of  parliament  below, 
•JVlen  ftare  at  thofe  above,  and  want  to  know 

What 
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What  they're  tranfacting.    Reafon  takes  her  fland 
Juft  in  the  midft,  a  ballance  in  her  hand. 
Which  o'er  and  o'er  fhe  tries,  and  finds  it  true. 
Erom  either  fide,  conduced  full  in  view, 
■  A  man  comes  forth,  of  figure  ftrange  and  queer  ; . 
We  now  and  then  fee  fomething  like  them  here. 

The//;/?  was  meagre,  flimfy,  void  of  ftrength. 
But  Nature  kindly  had  made  up  in  length 
What  Ihe  in  breadth  denied.    Ereft  and  proud, 
A  head  "and  ihoulders  taller  than  the  croud. 
He  deem'd  them  pigmies  all :  loofe  hung  his  fkin 
O'er  his  bare  bones ;  his  face  £b  very  thin. 
So  very  narrow,  and  fo  much  beat  out. 
That  Phyfiognomiils  have  made  a  doubt,, 
Proportion  loil,  expreffion  quite  forgot. 
Whether  it  could  be  call'd  a  face  or  not ; 
At  end  of  it  howe'er,  unblefs'd  with  beard. 
Some  twenty  fathom  length  of  chin  appear'd  : . 
With  legs,  which  we  might  well  conceive  that  Fate 
Meant  only  to  fupport  a  fpider's  weight. 
Firmly  he  llrove  to  tread,  and  with  a  ftride 
Which  Ihew'd  at  once  his  weaknefs  and  his  pride. 
Shaking  himfelf  to  pieces,  feem'd  to  cry, 
"  Oble'rve,  good  people,  how  I  fhake  the  flcy." 

In  his  right-hand  a  paper  did  he  hold. 
On  which,  at  large,  in  charafters  of  gold, 
Diiiinct,  and  plain  for  thoi,€  who  run  to  fee, 
Sihint  Archibald  had  wrote  L,  O,  R,  D. 
This,  with  an  air  of  fcorn,  he  from  afar 
.rl'd  into  Rea&n's  fcales,  and  on  that  bar, 

Whick 
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Which  from  his  foul  he  hated,  yet  admir'd. 

Quick  turn'd  his  back,  and  as  he  came  retir'd. 

The  Judge  to  all  around  his  name  declar'd ; 

Each  goddefs  titter'd,  each  god  laugh 'd,  Jove  Ilar'd, 

And  the  whole  people  cried,  with  one  accord, 

**   Good  Heaven  blefs  us  all,  is  thataZcr^.'" 

Such  was  the/?y?— theyi'fowrt'  was  a  man. 
Whom  Nature  built  on  quite  a  diff'rent  plan  ; 
A  bear,  whom  from  the  moment  he  was  born. 
His  dam  defpis'd,  and  left  milicli'd  in  fcorn  ; 
A  BabeU  which,  the  pow'r  of  Art  outdone. 
She  could  not  finifh  when  flie  had  begun  ; 
An  utter  Chaos,  out  of  which  no  might 
But  that  of  God  could  ftrike  one  fpark  of  light. 

Broad  were  his  Ihoulders,  and  from  blade  to  blade 

p^  Yi might  at  full  length  have  laid  ; 

Vaft  were  his  bones,  his  mufcles  twifted  ftrong  ; 

His  face  was  Ihort,  but  broader  than  'twas  long  ; 

His  features,  tho'  by  Nature  they  were  large. 

Contentment  had  contriv'd  to  overcharge. 

And  bury  meaning,  fave  that  we  might  fpy 

Senfe  low'ring  on  the  penthoufe  of  his  eye  ; 

His  arms  were  two  twin  oaks  ;  his  legs  fo  ftcut 

That  they  might  bear  a  manfion-houfe  about  ; 

Nor  were  they,  look  but  at  his  body  there, 

Defign'd  by  Fate  a  much  lefs  weight  to  bear. 

O'er  a  brovv'n  Cajjhck,  which  had  once  been  black. 

Which  hung  in  tatters  on  his  brawny  back, 

A  fight  moft  ftrange,  and  aukward  to  behold. 

He  threw  a  covering  of  blue  and  gcU. 

Juft 
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Juft  at  that  time  of  life,  when  man  by  rule. 
The  fop  laid  down,  takes  up  the  graver  fool. 
He  ftarted  up  a  fop,  and,  fond  of  fhow, 
Look'd  like  another  Hercules  tum'd  beau. 
A  fubjeft,  met  with  only  now  and  then. 
Much  fitter  for  the  pencil  than  the  pen  ; 
Hogarth  would  draw  him  (Envy  muft  allow) 
E'en  to  the  life,  was  Hcgarth  living  now. 

With  fuch  accoutrements,  with  fuch  a  form. 
Much  like  a  porpoife  juft  before  a  ftorm. 
Onward  he  roll'd  :  a  laugh  prevaii'd  around. 
E'en  Jove  was  feen  to  fimper  ;  at  the  found 
(Nor  was  the  caufe  unknown,  for  from  his  youth 
Himfelf  he  lludied  by  the  glafs  of  Truth) 
He  join'd  their  mirth,  nor  fhall  the  gods  condemn. 
If,  whilft  they  laugh'd  at  him,  he  laugh'd  at  them. 
^Judge  Reafon  view'd  him  with  an  eye  of  grace, 
Look'd  thro'  his  foul,  and  quite  forgot  his  face. 
And,  from  his  hand  receiv'd,  with  fair  regard 
Plac'd  in  her  other  fcale  the  name  of  Bard. 

Then  (for  fhe  did  as  Judges  ought  to  do. 
She  nothing  of  the  cafe  beforehand  knew. 
Nor  wilh'd  to  know  ;  ftie  never  ftretch'd  the  laws. 
Nor,  bafely  to  anticipate  a  caufe, 
Compell'd  Solliciiors,  no  longer  free. 
To  ftiew  thofe  briefs  fhe  had  no  right  to  fee) 
Then  ftie  with  equal  hand  her  fcales  Jield  out. 
Nor  did  the  caufe  one  moment  hang  in  doubt  j 
She  held  her  fcales  cut  fair  to  public  view. 
The  Livd,  as  fparks  fly  upwards,  upwards  fiew. 

More 
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More  light  than  air,  deceitful  in  the  weight ; 
The  Bcn-ci,  preponderating,  kept  his  ftate. 
Reafon  approv'd,  and  with  a  voice,  whofe  found 
Shook  earth,  fhook  heaven,  on  the  cleareft  ground. 
Pronouncing  for  the  Bards  a  full  decree 
Cried — "  Thofe  muft  honour  themy  who  honour  me  ; 
"  They- from  this  prefent  day,  where'er  I  reign, . 
<*  In  their  own  right,  precedence  ihall  obtain  ; 
**"  Metit  rules  here  j  be  it  enough  that  Birth 
**  Intoxicates,  and  fways  the  fools  of  earth." 

Nor  think  that  here,  in  hatred  to  a  Lord, 
I've  forg'd  a  tale,  or  alter'd  a  record ; 
Search  when  you  will  (I  am  not  now  in  fport) " 
You'll  find  it  regifter'd  in  Reafon's  Court. 

Nor  think  that  Envy  here  hath  ftrung  my  lyre,  , 
That  I  depreciate  what  I  mofl:  admire  ; 
And  look  on  titles  with  an  eye  of  fcorn, 
Becaufe  I  was  not  to  a  title  born. 
By  Him  that  made  me,  I  am  much  more  proud,  , 
More  inly  fatisfied  to  have  a  croud 
Point  at  me  as  I  pafs,  and  cry, — "  That's  he — 
"  A  poor,  but  honeft  Bard,  who  dares  be  free 
**  Amidll  corruption,"  than  to  have  a  train 
Of  flickering  levee-flaves,  to  make  me  vain 
Of  things  I  ought  to  blulh  for;  to  run,  fly. 
And  live  but  in  the  motion  of  my  eye ; 
When  I  am  lefs  than  man,  my  faults  t'  adore. 
And  make  me  think  that  I  am  fomething  more. 

Recall  pall  times,  bring  back  the  days  of  old. 
When  the  great  Noble  bore  his  honours  bold, 

Artd 
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And  in  the  face  of  peril,  when  he  dar'd 
Things  which  his  legal  baftard,  if  declar'd. 
Might  well  difcredit ;  faithful  to  his  truft. 
In  the  extremeft  points  of  juftice  juft. 
Well- knowing  all,  and  lov'd  by  all  he  knew. 
True  to  his  King,  and  to  his  Country  true  ; 
Honeft  at  Court,  above  the  baits  of  gain. 
Plain  in  his  drefs,  and  in  his  manners  plain  ; 
Mod'rate  in  wealth,  gen'rous  but  riot  profufe. 
Well  worthy  riches,  for  he  knew  their  ufe  ; 
Pofieffing  much,  and  yet  defervirg  more, 
Deferving  thofe  high  honours  which  he  wore 
With  eafe  to  all,  and  in  return  gain'd  fame. 
Which  all  men  paid,  becaufe  he  did  not  claim  ; 
When  the  grim  war  was  plac'd  in  dread  array. 
Fierce  as  the  lion  roaring  for  his  prey. 
Or  lionefs  of  royal  whelps  foredone. 
In  peace,  as  mild  as  the  departing  fun, 
A  gen'ral  blefling  wherefoe'er  he  tum'd. 
Patron  of  learning,  nor  himfelf  unlearn 'd  ; 
Ever  awake  at  Pity's  tender  call, 
A  father  of  the  poor,  a  friend  to  all  ; 
Recall  fuch  times,  and  from  the  grave  bring  back 
A  worth  like  this,  my  heart  ihall  bend,  or  crack. 
My  ftubborn  pride  give  way,  my  tongue  proclaim. 
And  ev'ry  Mufe  confpire  to  fwell  his  fame, 
'Till  Envy  (hall  to  him  that  praife  allow. 
Which  fne  cannot  deny  to  Temple  now. 

This  juftice  claims,  nor  (hall  the  Bard  forget. 
Delighted  with  the  talk,  to  pay  that  debt. 

Vol.  LXVII.  L  To 
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To  pay  it  like  a  man,  and  in  his  lays. 

Sounding  fuch  worth,  prove  his  own  right  to  praife. 

But  let  not  Pride  and  Prejudice  mifdeem. 

And  think  that  empty  titles  are  my  theme  ; 

Titles,  with  me,  are  vain,  and  nothing  worth, 

I  rev'rence  Virtue,  but  I  laugh  at  Birth. 

Give  me  a  Lord  that's  honeft,  frank,  and  brave, 

I  am  his  friend,  but  cannot  be  his  flave  ; 

Tho'  none  indeed  but  blockheads  would  pretend 

To  make  a  fiave,  where  they  may  make  a  friend. 

I  love  his  virtues,  and  will  make  them  known, 

Confefs  his  rank,  but  can't  forget  my  own. 

Give  me  a  Lord,  who,  to  a  title  born, 

Boafts  nothing  elfe,  I'll  pay  him  fcorn  with  fcorn. 

What,  fhall  my  pride  (and  pride  is  virtue  here) 

Tamely  make  way,  if  fuch  a  wretch  appear  ? 

Shall  I  uncover'd  fland,  and  bend  my  knee 

To  fuch  a  fliadow  of  nobility, 

A  Ihred,  a  remnant  ?  He  might  rot  unknown 

For  any  real  merit  of  his  own. 

And  never  had  come  forth  to  public  note. 

Had  he  not  worn  by  chance  his  father's  coat. 

To  think  a  M worth  my  leaft  regards. 

Is  treafon  to  the  Majejiy  of  Bards. 

By  Nature  form'd  (when  for  lier  honour's  fake 
She  fometlijng  more  than  common  ftrove  to  make, 
Vv'hen,  overlooking  each  minute  defect. 
And  all  too  eager  to  be  quite  correft. 
In  her  full  heat  and  vigour  Ihe  imprefi 
Her  ftamp  moil  ftrongly  on  the  favour'd  breall) 

The 
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The  Bard  (nor  think  too  lightly  that  I  mean 

Thofe  little,  piddling  witlings,  who  o'enveen 

Of  their  finall  parts,  the  Murphys  of  the  ftage. 

The  Mafons  and  the  Whiteheads  of  the  age. 

Who  all  in  raptures  their  own  works  rchcarfe. 

And  drawl  out  meal'ur'd  profe,  which  they  call  rerfs) 

The  real  Eardt  whom  native  genius  fires, 

W^hom  every  Maid  of  Caftaly  infpires. 

Let  him  confider  wherefore  he  was  meant. 

Let  him  but  anfwer  Nature's  great  intent. 

And  fairly  weigh  himfelf  with  other  men. 

Would  ne'er  debafe  the  glories  of  his  pen. 

Would  in  full  ftate,  like  a  true  Monarch,  live,  • 

Nor  'bate  one  inch  of  his  prercgativt, 

Methinks  I  fee  old  Wingate  frowning  here, 
(Wingate  may  in  the  feafon  be  a  Peer, 
Tho'  now,  againll  his  will,  of  figures  fick. 
He's  forc'd  to  diet  on  Arithmetic , 
E'en  whilft  he  envies  ev'ry  Jew  he  meets. 
Who  cries  old  cloaths  to  fell  about  the  ftreets) 
Methinks  (his  mind  with  future  honours  big. 
His  Tyburn  bob  turn'd  to  a  drefs'd  bag  wig) 
I  hear  him  cry — "  What  doth  this  jargon  mean  ? 
"  Was  ever  fuch  a  damn'd  dull  blockhead  feen  ? 

«*  Majejly Bard /"rcrt^fl/Za/^— —  Difdain 

"  Hath  got  into,  and  turn'd  the  fellow's  brain  ; 

**  To  Bethlem  with  him— give  him  whips  and  ftraw— 

**  I'm  ver)'  fenfible  he's  mad  in  law. 

**  A  faucy  groom  who  trades  in  reafon,  thus 

**  To  fet  bimfelf  upon  a  par  with  us ; 

L  2  "If 
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"  If  this  here'i  fufFer'd,  and  if  that  there  fool 

**  May  when  he  pleafes  fend  us  all  to  fchool, 

*'  Why  then  our  only  bufmefs  is  outright 

*'  To  take  our  caps,  and  bid  the  world  good  night. 

*t  I've  kept  a  Bard  myfelf  this  twenty  years, 

"  But  nothing  of  this  kind  in  him  appears. 

*'  He,  like  a  thorough  true-bred  fpaniel,  licks 

*'  The  hand  which  cuffs  him,  and  the  foot  which  kicks; 

**  He  fetches  and  he  carries,  blacks  my  fhoes, 

•'  Nor  thinks  it  a  difcredit  to  his  Mufe  ; 

"  A  creature  of  the  right  Cameleon  hue, 

**  He  wears  my  colours,  yellow  or  true  blue, 

<'   Juft  as  I  wear  them  ;  'tis  all  one  to  him, 

*'  Whether  I  change  thro'  confcience,  or  thro'  whim. 

*'  Now  this  is  fomething  like  ;  on  fuch  a  plan 

*'  A  Bard  may  find  a  friend  in  a  great  man  ; 

"  But  this  proud  coxcomb — Zounds,  I  thought  that  all 

"  Of  this  queer  tribe  had  been  like  my  Old  Paul." 

Injurious  thought !  accurfed  be  the  tongue 
On  which  the  vile  infinuation  hung. 
The  heart  where  'twas  engender'd  !   Curft  be  thofe, 
Thofe  Bards,  who  not  themfelves  alone  expofe. 
But  Me,  but  Jli,  and  make  the  very  name 
By  which  they're  call'd,  a  Handing  mark  of  Ihame. 

Talk  not  of  cuftom — 'tis  the  coward's  plea. 
Current  with  fools,  but  pafies  not  with  me  ; 
An  old  ftale  trick,  which  Guilt  hath  often  tried 
By  numbers  to  o'erpow'r  the  better  fide. 
Why  tell  me,  then,  that  from  the  birth  of  Rime, 
No  matter  when,  down  to  the  prefent  time. 

As 
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As  by  th'  original  decree  of  Fate, 

Bards  have  prote^Hon  fought  amongft  the  great ; 

Confcious  of  weaknefs,  have  applied  to  them 

As  vines  to  elms,  and  twining  round  their  fiem, 

Flourilh'd  en  high  ;  to  gain  this  wifh'd  fupport. 

E'en  Virgil  to  Maecenas  paid  his  court  ? 

As  to  the  cuftom,  'tis  a  point  agreed. 

But  'twas  a  foolifh  diffidence,  not  need. 

From  which  it  rofe  :  had  BarJs  but  truly  known 

That  flrength,  which  is  moft  properly  their  own. 

Without  a  Lord,  unpropp'd,  they  might  have  ftood. 

And  overtopp'd  thofe  giants  of  the  wood. 

But  why,  when  prefent  times  my  care  engage. 
Mull  I  go  back  to  the  Augujian  age  ? 
Why,  anxious  for  the  living,  am  I  \t^ 
Into  the  manfions  of  the  ancient  dead  ? 
Can  they  find  patrons  no  where  but  at  Rome, 
And  mull  I  feek  Mscenas  in  the  tomb  ? 
Name  but  a  Wingate,  twenty  fools  of  note 
Start  up,  and  from  report  Maecenas  quote  ; 
Under  his  colours  Lords  are  proud  to  fight. 
Forgetting  that  Maecenas  was  a  Knight ; 
They  mention  him,  as  if  to  ufe  his  name 
Was  in  fome  meafure  to  partake  his  fame, 
Tho'  Virgil,  were  he  living,  in  the  ftreet 
Might  rot  for  them,  or  perilh  in  the  Fleet. 
See  how  they  redden,  and  the  charge  difclaim— 
Virgil,  and  in  the  Fleet  .'—Forbid  it.  Shame. 

L  3  Hence, 
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Hence,  ye  vain  boafters,  to  the  Fleet  repair. 
And  aflc,  with  blufhes  afe,  if  Lloyd  is  there  ». 

Patrons,  in  days  of  yore,  were  men  of  fenfe. 
Were  men  of  tafte,  and  had  a  fair  pretence 
To  rule  in  letters.— 'Some  of  them  were  heard 
To  read  ofF-hand,  and  never  fpell  a  word  ; 
Some  of  them  too,  to  fuch  a  monftrous  height 
V/as  learning  rifen,  for  themfelves  could  write. 
And  kept  their  Secretaries,  as  the  great 
Do  many  other  foolifh  things,  for  ftate. 

Our  patrons  are  of  quite  a  difF'rent  ftrain. 
With  neither  fenfe  nor  tafte,  againft  the  grain. 
They  patronize  for  falhion  fake— no  more — 
And  keep  a  Bard,  juft  as  they  keep  a  Whore. 
Melcombe  f  (on  fuch  occafion  I  am  loth 
To  name  the  dead)  was  a  rare  proof  of  both. 
Some  of  them  would  be  puzzled  e'en  to  read. 
Nor  could  deferve  their  Clergy  by  their  Creed ; 
Others  can  write,  but  fach  a  pagan  hand, 
A  Willes  X  ftiould  always  at  our  elbow  Hand ; 
Many,  if  begg'd,  a  Chancellor,  of  right. 
Would  order  into  keeping  at  firft  fight. 
Thofe  who  ftand  fairefl  to  the  public  view. 
Take  to  themfelves  the  praife  to  others  due  ; 

*  Mr.  Lloyd  died  in  the  Fleet,  Dec.  15,   1764,  ftiortly  after 
.-(lie  publication  of  this  poem. 

-f  George  Bubb  Dodington,  Lord  Melcombe.     He  died  July 
.38,  1762. 

J  Decypherertothe State. 

They 
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They  rob  the  very  /pit al,  and  make  free 
With  thofe,  alas  !  who've  leaft  to  fpare. — We  fee, 
■  hath  not  had  a  word  to  fay. 

Since  winds  and  waves  bore  Singlefpeech  away. 

Patrons  in  days  of  yore,  like  patrons  now, 
Expeded  that  the  Bard  fhould  make  his  bow 
At  coming  in,  and  ev'ry  now  and  then 
Hint  to  the  world  that  they  were  more  than  men  ; 
But,  like  the  patrons  of  the  prefent  day. 
They  never  bilk'd  the  poet  of  his  pay. 
Virgil  lov'd  rural  eafe,  and,  far  from  harm, 
Mscenas  fix'd  him  in  a  neat,  fnug  farm. 
Where  he  might,  free  fix>m  trouble,  pafs  his  days 
In  his  own  way,  and  pay  his  rent  in  praife. 
Horace  lov'd  wine,  and,  thro'  his  friend  at  Court, 
Could  buy  it  off  the  key  in  ev'ry  port ; 
Horace  lov'd  mirth,  Maecenas  lov'd  it  too. 
They  met,  they  laugh'd,  as  Goy  *  and  I  may  do. 
Nor  in  thofe  moments  paid  the  leaft  regard 
To  which  was  Minijier,  and  which  was  BcrJ. 

Not  fo  our  patrons — grave  as  grave  can  be. 
They  kno^j:  thrm/tliesy  they  keep  up  dignity  ; 
Bards  are  a  forward  race,  nor  is  it  fit 
That  men  of  fortune  rank  with  men  of  wit ; 
Vv  it,  if  familiar  made,  will  find  her  ftrength — 
'Tis  beft  to  keep  her  weak  and  at  arms-length. 
'Tis  well  enough  for  Bards,  if  patrons  give. 
From  hand  to  mouth,  the  fcanty  means  to  live. 

*  A  Frenchman,  Secretary  to  Mr.  Wilkes. 

L  4  Such 
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Such  Is  their  language,  and  their  praftice  fuch. 

They  promife  little,  and  they  give  not  much. 

Let  the  weak  Bard,  with  proflituted  ftrain, 

Praife  that  proud  Scot,  whom  all  good  men  difdain  ; 

What's  his  reward  ?  Why,  his  own  fame  undone. 

He  may  obtain  a  patent  for  the  run 

Of  his  Lord's  kitchen,  and  have  ample  time. 

With  oiFal  fed,  to  court  the  cook  in  rime  ; 

Or  (if  he  ftrives  true  patriots  to  difgrace) 

May  at  \}as.  feco7id  table  get  a  place. 

With  fomewhat  greater  flaves  allow'd  to  dine. 

And  play  at  crambo  o'er  his  gill  of  wine. 

And  are  there  Bards,  who  on  Creation's  file 
Stand  rank'd  as  men,  who  breathe  in  this  fair  ille 
The  air  of  Freedom,  with  fo  little  gall. 
So  low  a  fpirit,  proflrate  thus  to  fall 
Before  thefe  idols,  and  without  a  groan 
Bear  wrongs  might  call  forth  murmurs  from  a  ftone  ? 
Better,  and  much  more  noble,  to  abjure 
The  fight  of  men,  and  in  fome  cave,  fecure 
From  all  the  outrages  of  pride,  to  feaft 
On  Nature's  fallads,  and  be  ivte.  a:t  leaft. 
Better  (tho'  that,  to  fay  the  truth,  is  Worfe 
Than  almoft  any  other  modern  curfe) 
Difcard  all  fenfe,  divorce  the  thanklefs  Mufe, 
Critics  commence,  and  write  in  the  Rcvie-vus  ; 
Write  without  tremor,  Griffiths  cannot  read  ; 
No  fcol  can  fail,  where  Langhorne  can  fucceed.  - 

But  (not  to  make  a  brave  and  honeft  Pride 
Try  tliofe  means  firft,  Ihe  mull  difdain  when  tried) 

There 
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There  are  a  thoufand  ways,  a  thoufand  arts. 
By  which^  and  fairly,  men  of  real  parts 
May  gain  a  living,  gain  what  Nature  craves  ; 
Let  thofe,  who  pine  for  more,  live,  and  be  flaves. 
Our  real  wants  in  a  fmall  compafs  lye. 
But  Jawlefs  Appetite  with  eager  eye. 
Kept  in  a  conltant  fever,  more  requires. 
And  we  are  bamt  up  with  our  own  defires. 
Hence  our  dependence,  hence  our  flav'ry  fprings  ; 
Bards,  if  contented,  are  as  great  as  Kings. 
Ourfelves  are  to  ourfelves  the  caufe  of  ill ; 
We  may  be  independent,  if  we  \vill. 
The  man  who  faits  his  fpirit  to  his  ftate. 
Stands  on  an  equal  footing  with  the  great ; 
Moguls  themfelves  are  not  more  rich,  and  he 
Who  rules  the  Englifh  nation,  not  more  free. 
Chains  were  not  fcrg'd  more  durable  and  ftrong 
For  Bards  than  others,  but  they've  worn  them  long. 
And  therefore  wear  them  iHU  ;  they've  quite  forgot 
What  Freedom  is,  and  therefore  prize  her  not. 
Could  they,  tho'  in  their  ileep,  could  they  but  know 
The  bleflings  which  from  Independence  flow  ; 
Could  they  but  have  a  Ihort  and  tranfient  gleam 
Of  Liberty,  tho'  'twas  but  in  a  dream  ; 
They  would  no  more  in  bondage  bend  their  knee. 
But,  once  made  Freemen,  would  be  always  free. 
The  Mufe,  if  ftie  one  moment  freedom  gains. 
Can  never  more  fubmit  to  fing  in  chains. 
Bred  in  a  cage,  far  from  the  feather'd  throng. 
The  bird  repays  his  keeper  with  his  fong. 

But 
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But  if  fome  playful  child  fets  wide  the  door. 
Abroad  he  flies,  and  thinks  of  home  no  more. 
With  love  of  liberty  begins  to  burn. 
And  rather  ftarves  than  to  his  cage  return. 

Hail,  Independence — by  true  reafon  taught. 
How  few  have  known,  and  priz'd  thee  as  they  ought* 
Some  give  thee  up  for  riot ;  fome,  like  boys, 
Refign  thee,  in  their  childilh  moods,  for  toys  ; 
Ambition  fome,  fome  avarice  mifleads. 
And  in  both  cafes  Independence  bleeds  : 
Abroad,  in  quell  of  thee,  how  many  roam. 
Nor  know  they  had  thee  in  their  reach  at  home  ; 
Some,  tho'  about  their  paths,  their  beds  about. 
Have  never  had  the  fenfe  to  find  thee  out ; 
Others,  who  know  of  v/hat  they  are  poffefs'd. 
Like  fearful  mifers,  lock  thee  in  a  cheft. 
Nor  have  the  refolution  to  produce 
In  thefe  bad  times,  and  bring  thee  forth  for  ufe. 
Hail,  Independence— tho'  thy  name's  fcarce  known, 
Tho'  thou,  alas  !  art  out  of  falhion  grown, 
Tho'  all  defpife  thee,  I  will  not  defpife. 
Nor  live  one  moment  longer  than  I  prize 
Thy  prefence,  and  enjoy  :  by  angry  Fate 
Bow'd  down,  and  almoft  crulh'd,  Tkou  cam'ft,  tho'  late. 
Thou  cam'il  upon  me,  like  a  fecond  birth. 
And  made  me  know  what  life  was  truly  worth. 
Hail,  Independence— never  may  my  cot, 
'Till  I  forget  thee,  be  by  thee  forgot ; 
Thither,  O  thither,  oftentimes  repair  ; 
Cotes  *,  whom  thou  lov'ft  too,  fhall  meet  thee  there  ; 
*  Humphrey  Cotes.  All 
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All  thoughts,  but  what  arife  from  joy,  give  o'er ; 
Peace  dwells  within,  and  Law  fhall  guard  the  door. 

O'erweening  Bard  !  Law  guard  thy  door,  what  Law? 

The  Law  of  England  ? To  controul,  and  awe 

Thofe  faucy  hopes,  to  ftrike  that  fpirit  dumb. 
Behold,  in  ftate,  Adminiftration  come. 

Why  let  her  come,  in  all  her  terrors  too  ; 
I  dare  to  fuffer  all  fhe  dares  to  do. 
I  know  her  malice  well,  and  know  her  pride, 
I  know  her  ftrength,  but  will  not  change  my  fide. 
This  melting  mafs  of  flefh  (he  may  controul 
With  iron  ribs,  fhe  cannot  chain  my  foul. 
No— to  the  laft  refolv'd  her  worft  to  bear, 
I'm  ftill  at  large,  and  Independent  there. 
-    Where  is  this  Minifter  ?  Where  is  the  band. 
Of  ready  flaves,  who  at  his  elbow  ftand 
To  hear,  and  to  perform  his  wicked  will  ? 
Why,  for  the  firft  time,  are  they  flow  to  ill  ? 
When  fome  grand  aft  'gainft  Law  is  to  be  done. 

Doth fleep  ;  doth  bloodhound       ■  ■  run 

To  L ,  and  worr)'  thofe  fmall  deer. 

When  he  might  do  more  precious  mifchicf  here  .> 

Doth  Webb  turn  tail  ?  Doth  he  refufe  to  draw 

Illegal  warrants,  and  to  call  them  Law? 

Doth  Webb,  at  Guildford  kick'd,  from  Guildford  run. 

With  that  cold  lump  of  unbak'd  dough,  his  fon. 

And,  his  more  honeft  rival  Ketch  to  cheat. 

Pur  chafe  a  burial-place  where  three  ways  meet  ? 

Believe  it  not ;  — —  is  — —  ilill. 

And  never  fleeps,  when  he  fhould  wake  to  ill ; 

— -  doth 
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doth  lefTer  mifchiefs  by  the  bye. 


The  great  ones  'till  the  Term  m  petto  lie  ; 
Webb  lives,  and,  to  the  ftrideft  juftice  true. 
Scorns  to  defraud  the  hangman  of  his  due. 

O  my  poor  Country— weak  and  overpower'd 
By  thine  own  fons— eat  to  the  bone— devbur'd 
By  vipers,  which,  in  thine  own  entrails  bred. 
Prey  on  thy  life,  and  with  thy  blood  are  fed. 
With  unavailing  grief  thy  wrongs  I  fee. 
And,  for  myfelf  not  feeling,  feel  for  thee. 
I  grieve,  but  can't  defpair— for,  lo,  at  hand 
Freedom  prefents  a  choice,  but  faithful  band 
Of  loyal  patriots,  men  who  greatly  dare 
In  fuch  a  noble  caufe,  men  fit  to  bear 
The  weight  of  empires  ;  Fortune,  Rank,  and  Sen/e, 
Virtue  and  Knowledge,  leagu'd  with  Eloquence, 
March  in  their  ranks  ;  Freedom  from  file  to  file 
Darts  her  delighted  eye,  and  with  a  fmile 
Approves  her  honeA  fons,  whilft  down  her  cheek. 
As  'twere  by  Health  (her  heart  too  full  to  fpeak) 
One  tear  in  filence  creeps,  one  honeft  tear. 
And  feems  to  fay,  "  Why  is  not  Granby  here  ?'* 

O  ye  brave y>w,  in  whom  we  Hill  may  find 
A  love  of  Virtue,  Freedom,  and  Mankind, 
Go  forth,  in  majefty  of  woe  array 'd. 
See,  at  your  feet  your  Country  kneels  for  aid. 
And  (many  of  her  children  traitors  grown) 
Kneels  to  thofe  fons  Ihe  ilill  can  call  her  own ; 
Seeming  to  bieathe  her  laft  in  ev'ry  breath. 
She  kneels  for  freedom,  or  flie  begs  for  death-— 

Fly 
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Fly  then,  each  duteous  fon,  each  Englilh  chief. 
And  to  your  drooping  parent  bring  relief. 
Go  forth— nor  let  the  firen  voice  of  Eafe 
Tempt  ye  to  fleep,  whilft  tempefls  fwell  the  feas  ; 
Go  forth — nor  let  Hypocrify,  whofe  tongue 
With  many  a  fair,  falfe,  fatal  art  is  hung. 
Like  Bethel's  fawning  prophet,  crofs  your  way. 
When  your  great  errand  brooks  not  of  delay; 
Nor  let  vain  Fear,  who  cries  to  all  flie  meets. 
Trembling  and  pale — *'  A  lion  in  the  ftreets"— . 
Damp  your  free  fpirits ;  let  not  threats  aifright. 
Nor  bribes  corrupt,  nor  flatteries  delight. 
Be  as  one  man — Concord  fuccefs  enfures — 
There's  not  an  Engiifh  heart  but  what  is  yours. 
Go  forth— and  Virtue,  ever  in  your  fight. 
Shall  le  your  guide  by  day,  your  guard  by  night- 
Go  fcith— the  champions  of  your  native  land. 
And  may  the  battle  profper  in  your  hand — 
It  may,  it  muft — Ye  cannot  be  withftood — 
Be  your  Hearts  honeft,  as  your  Caufe  is  good. 
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JOURNEY, 

SOME  of  xtiy  friends  {for friends  I  muft  fuppofe 
All,  who,  not  daring  to  appear  my  foes. 
Feign  great  good-will,  and,  not  more  full  of  fpite 
Than  full  of  craft,  under  falfe  colours  fight) 
Some  of  vay  friends  (fo  lavifhly  I  print) 
As  more  in  forrow  than  in  anger,  hint 
(Tho'  that  indeed  will  fcarce  admit  a  doubt) 
That  I  Ihall  run  my  flock  of  genius  out. 
My  no  great  ftock,  and,  publifhing  fo  faft, 
Muft  needs  become  a  bankrupt  at  the  laft. 

"  The  huQjandman,  to  fpare  a  thankful  foil, 
*'  Which,  rich  in  difpofition,  pays  his  toil 
*'  More  than  a  hundred  fold,  which  fwells  his  ftore 
**  E'en  to  his  wifli,  and  makes  his  barns  run  o'er, 
*'  By  long  experience  taught  who  teaches  beft, 
*'  Foregoes  his  hopes  a  while,  and  gives  it  reft. 
"  The  land,  allow'd  its  loiTes  to  repair, 
"  Refrefh'd,  and  full  in  ftrength,  delights  to  wear 
"  A  fecond  youth,  and  to  the  farmer's  eyes 
*'  Bids  richer  crops  and  double  harvefts  rife. 

**  Nor  think  this  pradlice  to  the  earth  confin'd, 
**  It  reaches  to  the  culture  of  the  mind. 

"  The 
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**  The  mind  of  man  craves  reft,  and  cannot  bear, 
"  The'  next  in  pow'r  to  God's,  continual  care. 
**  Genius  himfelf  (nor  iiere  let  Genius  frown) 
*'  Muft,  to  enfure  his  vigour,  be  laid  down, 
**  And  fallow'd  well :  had  Churchill  known  but  this, 
**  Which  the  moft  flight  obferver  fcarce  could  mifs, 
"  He  might  have  flourifh'd  twenty  years  or  more, 
**  Tho'  now,  alas  !  poor  man !  worn  out  in  four.'* 

Recover'd  from  the  vanity  of  youth, 
I  feel,  alas!  this  melancholy  truth. 
Thanks  to  each  cordial,  each  advifing  friend. 
And  am,  if  not  too  late,  refolv'd  to  mend, 
Refolv'd  to  give  fome  refpite  to  my  pen. 
Apply  myfelf  once  more  to  books  and  men. 
View  what  is  prefent,  what  is  paft  review, 
*And  my  old  ftock  exhaufted,  lay  in  new. 
For  twice  fix  moons  (let  winds,  tum'd  porters,  bear 
This  oath  to  Heav'n)  for  twice  fix  moons,  I  fwear. 
No  Mufe  ihall  tempt  me  with  her  firen  lay. 
Nor  draw  me  from  Improvement's  thorny  way  : 
Verfe  I  abjure,  nor  will  forgive  that  friend. 
Who  in  my  hearing  Ihall  a  rime  commend. 

It  cannot  be — Whether  I  will,  or  no. 
Such  as  they  are,  my  thoughts  in  meafure  flow. 
Con  vine 'd,  determin'd,  I  in  profe  begin. 
But  ere  I  write  one  fentence,  verfe  creeps  in. 
And  taints  me  thro'  and  thro' :  by  this  good  light. 
In  verfe  I  talk  by  day,  I  dream  by  night ; 
If  now  and  then  I  curfe,  my  curfes  chime. 
Nor  can  I  pray,  unlefs  I  pray  in  rime. 

E'en 
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E'en  now  I  err,  in  fpite  of  common  fenfe. 
And  my  confeffion  doubles  my  offence.  [breath. 

Reft   then,  my  friends — fpare,  fpare  your  precious 
And  be  your  {lumbers  not  lefs  found  than  death  j 
Perturbed  fpirits  reft,  nor  thus  appear 
To  wafte  your  counfels  in  a  fpendthrift's  ear. 
On  your  grave  lelTons  1  cannot  fubfift. 
Nor  e'en  in  verfe  become  ceconomifi  ; 
Reft  then,  my  friends,  nor,  hateful  to  my  eyes. 
Let  Envy  in  the  ihape  of  Pity  rife 
To  blaft  me  ere  my  time ;  with  patience  wait, 
('Tis  no  long  interval)  propitious  Fate 
Shall  glut  your  pride,  and  ev'ry  fon  of  phlegm 
Find  ample  room  to  cenfure  and  condemn. 
Read  fome  three  hundred  lines,   (no  eafy  taflc  j 
But  probably  the  laft  that  I  fhall  afk) 
And  give  me  up  for  ever ;  wait  one  hour. 
Nay  not  fo  much,  revenge  is  in  your  povv'r. 
And  ye  may  cry,  *'  Ere  Time  hath  turn'd  his  glafs, 
**  Lo  !  what  'we  prophefied  is  come  to  pafs." 

Let  thofe,  who  poetry  in  poems  claim. 
Or  not  read  this,  or  only  read  to  blame  ; 
Let  thofe,  who  are  by  fiftion's  charms  enflav'd, 
Retum  me  thanks  for  half-a-crown  well  fav'd  ; 
Let  thofe,  who  love  a  little  gall  in  rime, 
Poftpone  their  purchafe  now,  and  call  next  time ; 
Let  thofe,  who,  void  of  nature,  look  for  art  : 
Take  lip  their  money,  and  in  peace  depart ; 
Let  thofe,  who  energy  of  didlion  prize. 
For  Billingfgate  quit  Flexney,  and  be  wife ; 

Here 
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Here  is  no  Ke,  no  gall,  no  art,  no  force  ; 
Mean  are  the  words,  and  fuch  as  come  of  courfe. 
The  fubjeft  not  lefs  limple  than  the  lay  ; 
A  plain,  unlabour'd  Journey  of  a  day. 

Far  from  Me  now  be  ev'ry  tuneful  Maid, 
I  neither  afk,  nor  can  receive  their  aid, 
Pegafus  turn'd  into  a  common  hack. 
Alone  I  jog,,  and  keep  the  beaten  track. 
Nor  would  I  have  the  Sifters  of  the  Hill 
Behold  their  Bard  in  fuch  a  dilhabille. 
Abfent,  but  only  abfent  for  a  time. 
Let  them  carefs  fome  dearer  fon  of  rime  ; 
Let  them,  as  far  as  decency  permits. 
Without  fufpicion,  play  the  fool  with  wits, 
'Gainft  fools  be  guarded  ;  'tis  a  certain  rule. 
Wits  are  fafe  things,  there's  danger  in  a  fool. 

Let  them,  tho'  mcdeil.  Gray  more  modefl  wooe  ; 
Let  them  with  Mafon  bleat,  and  bray,  and  cooe  ; 
Let  them  with  Franklin,  proud  of  feme  fmall  Greek, 
Make  Sophocles  dii'guis'd,  in  Englifti  fpeak  ; 
Let  them  with  Glover  o'er  Medea  doze  ; 
Let  them  with  Dodfley  wail  Cleone's  woes, 
Whilft  he,  fine  feeling  creature,  all  in  tears. 
Melts  as  they  melt,  and  weeps  with  weeping  peers  j 
Let  them  with  fimple  Whitehead,  taught  to  creep 
Silent  and  foft,  lay  f  ontenelle  afleep  *  j 

•  See  The  School  for  Lovers,  by  Mr.  Whitehead,  talien  from 
Fcnteneller  > 

Vol.  LXVIL  M  Let 
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Let  them  with  Browne  contrive,  no  vulgar  trick. 
To  cure  the  dead,  and  make  the  living  fick  *  j 
Let  them  in  charity  to  Murphy  give 
iome  old  French  piece,  that  he  may  fteal  and  live^ 
Let  them  with  antick  Foote  fubfcriptions  get, 
iind  advertife  a  Summer-houfe  of  Wit. 

Thus,  or  in  any  better  way  they  pleafe. 
With  thefe  great  men,  or  with  great  men  like  thefe. 
Let  them  their  appetite  for  laughter  feed  ; 
I  on  my  Journey  all  alone  proceed. 

If  falhionable  grown,  and  fond  of  pcw'r. 
With  huvi'rous  Scots  let  them  difport  their  hour  : 
Let  them  dance,  fairy-like,  round  Offian's  tomb  j 
Let  them  forge  lies,  and  hijiories  for  Hume  ; 
Let  them  with  Home,  the  very  prince  of  verfe. 
Make  fometWng  like  a  Tragedy  in  i.rfe ; 
Under  dark  Allegory's  flimfy  veil 
Let  them  with  Ogilvie  fpin  out  a  tale 
Of  rueful  length  ;  Let  them  plain  things  obfcare, 
Debafe  what's  truly  rich,  and  what  is  poor 
Make  poorer  ftill  by  jargon  moft  uncouth  ; 
With  ev'ry  pert,  prim  prettinefs  of  youth 
Born  of  falfe  Talte,  with  Fancy   (like  a  child 
Nut  knowing  what  it  cries  for)  running  wild, 
V/itl.  bioated  ftile,  by  affeftation  taugl-rf. 
With  much  falfe  colouring,  and  little  thought, 

*  Set  The  Cure  of  Saul,  by  Dr.  Browne. 

With 
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With  phrtfey  ftrange,  arid  dialeft  decreed 

By  reafoil  never  to  hzve  pafs'd  the  Tv:ctdt 

With  words  which  Nature  meant  each  other's  foe, 

Forc'd  to  compound  whether  they  will  or  no  ; 

With  fuch  materials,  let  them,  if  they  will. 

To  prove  at  once  their  pleafantry  and  fkiU, 

Build  up  a  bard  to  war  'gainft  Common  Senfe, 

By  way  of  compliment  to  Providence  ; 

Let  them  with  Armtlrong,  taking  leave  of  Senfe, 

Read  mufty  lectures  on  Benu'vohnce, 

Or  con  the  pages  of  his  gaping  Day, 

Where  all  his  former  fame  was  thrown  away. 

Where  all  but  barren  labour  was  forgot. 

And  the  vain  iHiFnefs  of  a  lettered  Scot ; 

Let  them  with  Armllrong  pafs  the  term  of  light. 

But  net  one  hour  of  darknefs ;  when  the  night 

Sufpends  this  mortal  coil,  when  Memory  wakes. 

When  for  our  paft  miidoings  Confcience  takes 

A  deep  revenge,  when  by  Reflection  led. 

She  draws  his  curtains,  and  looks  Comfort  dead. 

Let  ev'ry  Mufe  be  gone  ;  in  vain  he  turns 

And  tries  to  pray  for  fleep  ;  an  Aina  bums, 

A  more  than  ^tna  in  his  coward  brcall. 

And  Guilt,  with  vengeance  arm'd,  Jo^bids  him  reft  : 

Tho'  foft  as  plumage  from  young  zephyr's  wing, 

His  couch  feems  iiard,  and  no  relief  can  bring. 

Ingratitude  hath  planted  daggers  there, 

Ko  good  man  can-deferve,  no  brave  man  bear, 

M  2  Thus, 
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Thus,  or  in  any  better  way  they  pleafe. 
With  thefe  great  men,  or  with  great  men  hke  thefc. 
Let  them  their  appetite  for  laughter  feed; 
I  on  my  Journey  aU  alone  proceed. 
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CHURCHILL'S    SERMONS. 


TjEALTH  to  great  Glofter— from  a  man  unknown, 
"^  ■*    Who  holds  thy  health  as  dearly  as  his  own. 
Accept  this  greeting — nor  let  modeft  fear 
Call  up  one  maiden  bluih — I  mean  not  here 
To  wound  with  flattery — 'tis  a  villain's  art. 
And  fuits  not  with  the  franknefs  of  my  heart. 
Truth  beft  becomes  an  Orthodox  Divine, 
And,  fpite  of  hell,  that  character  is  mine  : 
To  fpeak  e'en  bitter  truths  L  cannot  fear  ; 
But  truth,  my  Lord,  is  panegyric  here. 

Health  to  great  Glofter— nor,  thro'  love  of  eafe. 
Which  all  Priefts  love,  let  this  addrefs  difpleafe. 
I  afk  no  favour,  not  one  note  I  crave. 
And  when  this  bufy  brain  refts  in  the  grave, 
(For  till  that  time  it  never  can  have  reft) 
I  will  not  trouble  you  with  one  bequeft  ; 
Some  humbler  friend,  my  mortal  journey  done. 
More  near  in  blood,  a  nephew  or  a  fon, 

M  3  In 
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In  that  dread  hour  executor  I'll  leave  ; 

For  I,  alas  !  have  many  to  receive. 

To  give  but  little — To  great  Gloiker  &ea/t6  ; 

Nor  let  thy  true  and  proper  love  of  wealth 

Here  take  a  falfe  alarm — in  purfe  tho'  poor, 

In  fpirit  I'm  right  proud,  nor  can  endure    ' 

The  mention  of  a  bribe— thy  pocket's  free, 

I,  tho'  a  Dedicator,  fcorn  a  fee. 

Let  thy  own  offspring  all  thy.  fortunes  fliare  ; 

I  would  not  Allen  rob,  nor  Allen's  heir. 

Think  not,  a  thought  unworthy  thy  great  foul. 
Which  pomps  of  this  world  never  could  controul. 
Which  never  oifer'd  up  at  Power's  vain  fhrine. 
Think  not  that  pomp  arid  pow'r  can  work  on  mine. 
'Tis  not  thy  name,  tho'  that  indeed  is  great, 
'Tis  not  the  linfcl  trumpery  of  ftate, 
'Tis  not  thy  title,  Dodor  tho'  thou  art, 
•Tis  not  thy  mitre,  which  hath  won  my  heart. 
State  is  a  farce,  names  are  but  empty  things. 
Degrees  are  bought,  and,  by  miftaken  kings. 
Titles  are  oft  milplac'd  ;  mitres,  which  fhine 
So  bright  in  other  eyes,  -are  dull  in  mine, 
Unlefs  fet  off  by  Virtue  :  who  deceives 
Under  the  facred  fandion  of  La^vn  Sleeves , 
Enhances  guilt,  commits  a  double  fin ; 
So  fair  without,  and  yet  fo  ibul  within, 
*Tis  not  thy  outward  form,  thy  eafy  mien, 
Thv  fweet  complacency,  thy  brow  ferene, 
Thv  open  front,  thy  love-commanding  eye, 
•Where  fifty  Cupids,  as  in  ambu-lh,  lie. 

Which 
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Which  can  from  fixty  to  fixteen  impart 
The  force  of  love,  and  point  his  blunted  dart  ; 
'Tis  not  thy  face,  tho'  that  by  Nature's  made 
An  index  to  thy  foul,  tho'  there  difplay'd 
We  fee  thy  mind  at  large,  and  thro'  thy  ikin 
Peeps  out  that  courtefy  which  dwells  within  ; 
'Tis  not  thy  birth,  for  that  is  low  as  mine. 
Around  our  heads  no  lineal  glories  fhine — 
But  what  is  birth— when,  to  delight  mankind. 
Heralds  can  make  thcfe  arms  they  cannot  find  ; 
When  thou  art  to  thyl'elf,  thy  fire  unknown, 
A  whole  Welch  genealogy  alone  ? 
No,  'tis  thy  inward  man,  thy  proper  worth, 
Thy  right  jufr  eftimation  here  on  earth. 
Thy  life  and  doftrine  uniformly  join'd, 
"  And  flowing  from  that  wholefome  fource  thy  mind, 
I'hy  known  contempt  of  perfecution's  rod. 
Thy  charity  for  man,  thy  love  of  God> 
Thy  faith  in  Chrift,  fo  well  appro v'd  'mongft  men. 
Which  now  give  life  and  utt'rance  to  my  pen  : 
Thy  virtue,  not  thy  rank,  demands  my  lays; 
'Tis  not  the  Bilhop,  but  the  Saint  I  praife. 
Rais'd  by  that  theme,  I  fear  on  wings  more  llrong, 
And  burft  forth  into  praife  with-held  too  long. 

Much  did  I  wifli,  e'en  whilft  I  kept  thofe  fheep, 
"Which,  for  my  curie,  I  was  ordain'd  to  keep ; 
Crdain'd,  alas  !  to  keep  thro'  need,  not  choice, 
Thofe  {heep  which  never  heard  their  (hepherd's  voice, 
M  4  Wliich 
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Which  did  not  know,  yet  would  not  learn  their  way. 
Which  ftray'd  themfelves,  yet  griev'd  that  I  fliould 

ftray, 
Thofe  flieep,  which  my  good  Father  (on  his  bier 
Let  filial  daty  drop  the  pious  tear) 
Kept  well,  yet  flarv'd  himfelf ;  e'en  at  that  time, 
Whilft  I  was  pure,  and  innocent  of  rime, 
Whilft,  facred  dullnefs  ever  in  my  view. 
Sleep  at  my  bidding  crept  from  pew  to  pew. 
Much  did  I  wiih,  tho'  little  could  I  hope, 
A  friend  in  iiim  who  was  the  friend  of  Pope. 

His  hand,  faid  I,  my  youthful  fteps  fhall  guide. 
And  lead  me  fafe  where  thcufands  fall  befide  ; 
His  temper,  his. experience  Iliall  controul. 
And  hufh  to  peace  the  temptfl  of  my  foul ; 
His  judgment  teach  me,  from  the  critic  fchool. 
How  not  to  err,  and  how  to  err  by  rule  ; 
Inflrudl  me,  mingle  profit  with  delight, 
^'here  Pope  was  wrong,  where  Shakefpeare  was  not 

right; 
Where  they  are  juftly  prals'd,  and  where  thro'  whim, 
ir.ow  little's  due  to  them,  how  much  to  him. 
Rais'd  'hove  the  flav'ry  of  common  rules. 
Of  common -fenfe,  of  raoderp,  ancient  fchools, 
Thofe  fceli;igs  banifh'd,  which  miflead  us  all. 
Fools  as  we  are,  and  which  we  Nature  call, 
He,  by  his  gre-ct  example,  might  impart 
.A  better  fomething,  and  baptize  it  Art; 
He,  all  the  feelings  of  my  yoaith  forgot, 
Miv^ht  ilievv  me  what  is  ta:lc,  by  what  is  not; 

Ey 
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By  him  fupported,  with  a  proper  pride, 
I  might  hold  all  mankind  as  fools  befide  ; 
He  (fhouhd  a  world  perverfe  and  peevifh  grown. 
Explode  his  maxima,  and  affcrt  their  own) 
Might  teach  me,  like  himfelf,  to  be  content. 
And  let  tbeir  folly  be  their  punifhment ; 
Might  like  himfelf  teach  his  adopted  fon, 
'Gainft  all  the  world,  to  quote  a  Warburton. 

Fool  that  I  was,  xould  I  fo  much  deceive 
My  foul  with  lying  hopes  ;  could  I  believe 
That  he,  the  fervant  of  his  Maker  fworn. 
The  fervant  of  his  Sa\'iour,  would  be  torn 
From  their  embrace,  and  leave  that  dear  employ. 
The  cure  of  fouls,  his  duty  and  his  joy, 
-For  toys  like  mine,  and  waite  his  precious  time. 
On  which  fo  much  depended,  for  a  rime  ? 
Should  he  forfake  the  tafk  he  undertook, 
Defert  his  flock,  and  break  his  pall'ral  crook  ? 
Should  he  (forbid  it  Heaven)  fo  high  in  place. 
So  rich  in  knowledge,  quit  the  work  of  Grace, 
And,  idly  wand'ring  o'er  the  Mufes'  Hill, 
Let  the  falvation  of  mankind  ftand  ftill  r 

Far, -far  be  that  from  thee— yes,  far  from  thee 
Be  fuch  revolt  from  Grace,  and  far  from  me 
The  will  to  think  it  — guilt  is  in  the  thought — 
Not  fo,  not  fo,  hath  Warburton  been  taught. 
Not  fb  learn'd  Chrift—vRecall  that  day,  well-known. 
When  (tomaintai.:  God's  honour — and  his  own) 
He  C3ird  blaijphcmers  forth — Meihinks  I  new 
See  ftern  rebake  enthroned  on  his  brow," 

And 
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And  arm'd  with  tenfold  terrors— from  this  tongue. 
Where  fiery  -zeal  and  Chriftian  fury  hung, 
Methinks  I  hear  the  deep-ton'd  thunders  roll. 
And  chill  with  horror  ev'ry  finner's  foul- 
In  vain  they  ftrive  to  fly— flight  cannot  fave. 
And  Potter  trembles  even  in  his  grave— 
With  all  the  confcious  pride  of  innocence, 
Methinks  I  hear  him,  in  his  own  defence. 
Bear  witnefs  to  himfelf,  whilil  all  men  knew. 
By  gofpel  rules,  his  witnefs  to  be  true. 

O   glorious  man,  thy  zeal  I  muft  commend, 
Tho'  it  depriv'd  me  of  my  deareft  friend. 
The  real  motives  of  thy  anger  known, 
Wilkes  muft  the  juftice  of  that  anger  own. 
And  could  thy  bofom  have  been  bar'd  to  view. 
Pitied  himfelf,  in  turn  had  pitied  you. 

Bred  to  the  law,  you  wiieiy  took  the  gown. 
Which  I,  like  Demos,  foolilhly  laid  down. 
Hence  double  ftrength  our  Holy  Mother  drew ; 
Me  flie  got  rid  of,  and  made  prize  of  you. 
l",  l.ke  an  idle  truant,  fond  of  play. 
Doting  on  toys,  and  throwing  gems  away, 
Grafping  at  fhadows,  let  the  fubftance  flip  ; 
Bat  you,  my  Lord,  renounc'd  Attorneylhip 
With  better  purpofe,  and  more  noble  aim. 
And  wifely  play'd  a  more  fubftantial  game. 
Nor  did  La^  meurn,  blefs'd  in  her  younger  fon. 
For  Mansfield  does  what  Glofter  would  have  done. 

Dodor,  Dean,  Bipop,  Glojier,  and  My  Lord, 
if  haply  thefe  high  titles  may  accord  ^^^ 
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With  thy  meek  fpirit,  if  the  barren  found 
Of  pride  delights  thee,  to  the  topmoft  round 
Of  Fortune's  ladder  got,  defpife  not  one. 
For  want  of  fmooth  hypocrify  undone. 
Who,  far  below,  turns  up  his  wond'ring  eye. 
And,  without  envy,  fees  thee  plac'd  fo  high  ; 
Let  not  thy  brain  (as  brains  lefs  potent  might) 
Dizzy,  confounded,  giddy  with  the  height. 
Turn  round,  and  lofe  diftindion,  lofe  her  ikill 
And  wonted  powers  of  knowing  good  from  ill. 
Of  fifting  truth  from  falfhood,  friends  from  foes ; 
Let  GlolTcr  well  remember,  how  he  rofe. 
Nor  turn  his  back  on  men  who  n:ade  him  great  ; 
Let  him  not,  gorg'd  with  pow'r,  and  drunk  with  ftate, 
forget  what  once  he  was,  tho'  now  fo  high ; 
Kow  low,  how  mean,  and  full  as  poor  as  I . 


•         "•         *     Cictera  defunt  f. 

f  Ir  is  prefumed  the  fudden  death  of  the  Author  will  fuffi- 
ciently  ;ipolo;ize  for  the  Dedication  remaining  unfiniflied. 

JOBN    CHUKCHILL. 
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quteqiu  ipfe  miferrima  I'idi, 

Et  quorum  fan  magna  fut. 

ViRG.^N.  Lib.  II. 


CANTO        I. 

ARGUMENT. 

Propofal  of  the  fubjedl— Invocation— Apology — Alle- 
gorical defcription  of  Memory^ Appeal  to  her  Af- 
'  finance — The  ftory  begun — Retrofpeft  of  the  former 
part  of  the  voyage — The  {hip  arrives  at  Candia — 
Ancient  ftate  of  that  ifland — Prefent  ftate  of  the  ad- 
jacent ifles  of  Greece — The  feafon  of  the  year — 
Charafter  of  the  Mafter  and  his  olncers — Story  of 
Palemon  and  Anna — Evening  defcribed— Midnight 
— The  fhip  weighs  anchor  and  departs  from  the 
haven — State  of  the  weather — Morning — Situation 
of  the  neighbouring  fhores — Operation  of  taking 
the  fun's  azimuth — Defcription  of  the  veiTel  as  feen 
from  the  land. 

*  Advertisement  to  the  Third  Edition. 
"  The  favourable  reception  which  this  perfor.iiar.ee  ha;  hitherto 
met  with  Ircm  the  public,  has  encouraged  the  author  to  g".%e  ii  a 
ftri"  and  lhorouc;h  revifjon  ;  in  the  coutfe  of  which  he  Hatters  him- 
fehitwUl  be  found  to  have  i^ceived  very  conlid\.r<ible  improve- 
ment.'* 

Sbir.trJtt-Ho'Jty  Ott.  I,   1769. 

The 
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The  fcene  is  near  the  city  of  Candia ;  and  the  time 
about  four  days  and  a  half. 

The  fcene  of  the  Second  Canto  lies  in  the  fea,  be- 
tween Cape  Frefchin  in  Candia,  and  the  Ifland  of  Fal- 
conera,  which  is  nearly  twelve  leagues  northward  of 
Cape  Spada. — The  time  is  from  nine  in  the  morning 
till  one  o'clock  of  the  following  morning. 

WHILE  jarring  interefts  wake  the  world  to  arms. 
And  fright  the  peaceful  vale  with  dire  alarms  ; 
While  Ocean  hears  vindidlive  thunders  roll 
Along  his  trembling  wave  from  pole  to  pole ; 
Sick  of  the  fcene,  where  war,  with  ruthlefs  hand. 
Spreads  defolation  o'er  the  bleeding  land  ; 
Sick  of  the  tumult,  where  the  trumpet's  breath 
Bids  ruin  fmile,  and  drowns  the  groan  of  death  ! 
Tis  mine,  retir'd  beneath  this  cavern  hoar. 
That  ftands  all  lonely  on  the  fea-beat  fhore. 
Far  other  themes  of  deep  diftrefs  to  fmg 
Than  ever  trembled  from  the  vocal  ftring. 
No  pomp  of  battle  fvvells  th'  exalted  ftrain. 
Nor  gleaming  arms  ring  dreadful  on  the  plain  : 
But,  o'er  the  fcene  while  pale  remembrance  weeps. 
Fate  with  fell  triumph  rides  upon  the  deeps. 
Here  hoftile  elements  tumultuous  rife. 
And  lawlefs  floods  rebel  againft  the  ikies  ; 
Till  hope  expires,  and  Peril  and  Difmay 
Wave  their  black  enfigns  on  the  watery  way. 

Immortal 
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Immortal  train,  who  guide  the  maze  of  fong,  . 
To  whom  ail  fcience,  arts  and  arms  belong  ; 
Who  bid  the  trumpet  of  eternal  fame 
Exalt  the  warrior's  and  the  poet's  name  ! 
If  e'er  with  trembling  hope  I  fondly  ftray'd. 
In  life's  fair  morn,  beneath  your  hallow'd  fhade. 
To  hear  the  fvveetly-mourpful  lute  complain. 
And  melt  the  heart  with  ecftafy  of  pain  ; 
Or  liUcn,  while  th'  enchanting  voice  of  love, 
WhUc  all  Elyiium  warbled  thro'  the  grove  ; 
Oh  !  by  the  hollow  -blaft  that  moans  around. 
That  fvveeps  the  wild  harp  with  a  plaintive  found  ; 
By  the  long  furge  that  foams  thro'  yonder  cave, 
Whofe  vaults  remurmur  to  the  roaring  wave  ; 
With  living  colours  give  my  verfe  to  glow. 
The  fad  memorial  of  a  tale  of  woe  ! 
A  fcene  from  dumb  oblivion  to  reftore. 
To  fame  imknovvn,  and  new  to  epic  lore  ! 

Alas  [  negle»5led  by  the  facred  Nine, 
Their  fuppliant  feels  no  genial  ray  divine  ! 
Ah  1  will  they  leave  Pieria's  happy  fhore. 
To  plow  the  tide  where  wintry  tem pelts  roar  ? 
Or  ihall  a  youth  approach  their  hallow'd  fane, 
anger  to  Phoebus,  and  the  tuneful  train  •  — 
rar  from  the  Mufes'  academic  grove, 
'Twas  his  the  vail  and  tracklefs  deep  to  rove. 
Alternate  change  of  climates  has  he  known. 
And  felt  the  fierce  extremes  of  either  zone  : 
\S'here  polar  feies  congeal  th'  eternal  fnow, 
Cr  eqaiaoftial  funs  for  ever  glow. 

Vol.  LXVU.  N  Smote 
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Smote  by  the  freezing  or  the  fcorching  blaft, 

**  A  (hip-boy  on  the  high  and  giddy  mail*." 

From  regions  where  Peruvian  billows  roar. 

To  the  bleak  coafts  of  favage  Labrador. 

From  where  Damafcus,  pride  of  Afian  plains  ! 

Stoops  her  proud  neck,  beneath  tyrannic  chains. 

To  where  the  Ifthn-ius  f ,  lav'd  by  adverfe  tides,, 

Atlantic  and  Pacific  feas  divides. 

But  while  he  meafur'd  o'er  the  painful  race. 

In  Fortune's  wild  illimitable  chace, 

Adverfity,  companion  of  his  way  J 

Still  o'er  the  vidlim  hur.g  with  iron  fway  ; 

Jiade  new  diftreffes  cv'ry  inftant  grow. 

Marking  each  change  of  place  with  change  of  woe. 

In  regions  where  the  Almighty's  chailening  hand 

Wi:h  livid  peftilence  afflifts  the  land  ; 

Or  where  pale  Famine  blalls  the  hopeful  year. 

Parent  of  want  and  mifery  fevere  ! 

Or  where,  all  dreadful  in  th'  embattled  line. 

The  hoftile  ftiips  in  flaming  combat  join  ; 

Where  the  torn  vefftl  wind  and  wave  ail'ail. 

Till  o'er  her  crew  diilrefs  and  death  prevail — 

Where'er  he  wander 'd,  thus  vindiftive  Fate 

Purfued  his  weary  fteps  with  lafting  hate  1 

Rous'd  by  her  mandate,  llorms  of  black  array 

Wintered  the  morn  of  life's  :.dvancing  day  ; 

Relax'd  the  finews  of  the  living  lyre. 

And  quench'a  ttie  kindling  Ipark  of  vital  fire.— 

•  Shake  ffcare.  •}■  Darien, 

.    Thus 
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Thus  while  forgotten  or  unknown  he  woces,. 
What  hope  to  win  the  coy  reluftant  Mufe  ! 
Then  let  not  Cenfure,  with  malignanrjoy. 
The  harveft  of  his  humble  hope  deltroy  1 
His  verfe  no  laurel  wreath  attempts  to  claim. 
Nor  fculpiur'd  brafs  to  tell  the  poet's  name. 
If  terms  uncouth,  and  jarring  phrafes,  wound 
The  fofter  fenfe  with  inharmonious  found. 
Yet  here  let  lillening  fympathy  prevail. 
While  confcious  Truth  unfolds  her  piteous  tale  ! 

And  lo  !  the  Power  that  wakes  th'  eventful  long,. 
Halles  hither  from  Lethean  banks  along  : 
She  fweeps  the  gloom,  and  rufhing  on  the  fight. 
Spreads  o'er  the  kindling  fcene  propitious  light  !-• 
"  In  her  right  hand  an  ample  roll  appears. 
Fraught  with  long  annals  of  preceding  yeari ; 
With  every  wife  and  noble  art  of  man. 
Since  firft  the  circling  hours  their  courfe  began  : 
Her  left  a  filver  wand  on  high  difplay'd, 
Whofe  magic  touch  difpels  oblivion's  fhade. 
Penfive  her  look ;  on  radiant  wings  tliat  glow. 
Like  Juno's  birds,  or  Iris'  flaming  bow. 
She  fails ;  and  fwifter  than  the  coorie  of  light,, 
Direfts  her  rapid  intellectual  flight. 
The  fugitive  ideas  flie  reftores. 

And  calls  the  wandering  thought  from  Lethe's  fhorcSi- 
To  things  long  paft  a  lecond  date  flie  gives. 
And  hoary  Time  from  her  frtlh  ycuth  receives. 
Congenial  filler  of  immortal  Fame, 
She  ftiares  her  power,  and  Memory  is  her  name. 

N  a.  O  lirll- 
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O  ^rft-born  daughter  of  primeval  Time  ! 

By  whom  tranfmitted  down  in  every  clime. 
The  deeds  of  ages  long  elaps'd  are  known. 
And  blazon'd  glories  Iprcad  from  zone  to  zone  ; 
Whofe  breath  difiblves  the  gloom  of  mental  night. 
And  o'er  th'  obicur'd  idea  pours  the  light  \ 
Whofe  wing  unerring  glides  thro'  time  and  place. 
And  tracklefs  fcours  th'  immenfity  of  fpace  ! 
Say  !  on  what  feas,  for  thou  alone  canft  tell. 
What  dire  mi&ap  a  fated  ihip  befel, 
AfTail'd  by  tempefts,  girt  with  hoilile  fiiores  ? — 
Arife  I  approach  !   unlock  thy^sffeafur'd  llores  ! 

A  Ship  from  Egypt,  o'er  the  deep  impell'd 
By   guiding  winds,  her  courfe  for  Venice  held ; 
Of  fam'd  Britannia  were  the  gallant  crew. 
And  from  that  ifle  her  name  the  velTel  drew. 
Th-e  wayward  fteps  of  Fortune,  that  delude 
Full  oft'  to  ruin,  eager  they  purfu'd. 
And,  dazzled  by  her  vifionary  glare, 
Advanc'd  incautious  of  each  facal  fnare  ; 
Tho'  warn'd  full  oft'  the  flippery  track  to  iliun. 
Yet  Hope,  with  flattering  voice,  betray'd  them  on. 
Bcguil'd  to  danger  thus,  they  left  behind 

The  fccne  of  peace,  and  focial  joy  refgn'd. 

Long  abfent  they  from  friends  and  native  home. 

The  chserlefs/ ocean  were  inur'd  lo  roam  : 

Yet  Heaven,  in  pity  to  fevere  diilrefs. 

Had  crown'd  each  painlul  voyage  with  fuccefs ; 

Still,  to  atone  for  toils  and  hazards  paft, 

Reilor'd  them  to  maternal  plains  at  laft. 

Thrice 
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Thrice  had  the  fun,  to  rule  the  varying  year, 
Acrofs  th'  equator  roU'd  his  flaming  fphere. 
Since  laft  the  veflTel  fpread  her  ample  fail 
From  Albion's  coaft,  obfequious  to  the  gale. 
She  o'er  the  fpacious  flood,  from  fliore  to  flicre. 
Unwearying  wafted  her  commercial  ftore. 
The  richell  ports  of  Afric  {he  had  view'd. 
Thence  to  fair  Italy  her  courfe  purfu'd  ; 
Had  left  behind  Trlnacria's  burning  ifle. 
And  vifited  the  margin  of  the  Nile. 
And  now,  that  winter  deepens  round  the  pole. 
The  circling  voyage  haflens  to  its  goal. 
Tiicy,  blind  to  Fate's  inevitable  law. 
No  dark  event  to  blall  their  hope  forefaw ; 
But  from  gay  Venice  foon  exped  to  fleer 
For  Britain's  coaft,  and  dread  no  perils  near. 
A  thoufand  tender  thoughts  their  fouls  employ. 
That  fondly  dance  to  fcenes  of  future  joy. 

Thus  time  elaps'd,  while  o'er  the  pathlefs  tide 
Their  (hip  thro'  Grecian  feas  the  pilots  guide. 
Occafion  call'd  to  touch  at  Candia's  ftiore. 
Which,  bleft  with  favouring  winds,  they  foon  explore  ; 
The  haven  enter,  borne  before  the  gale, 
Difpatch  their  commerce,  and  prepare  to  fail. 

Eternal  Powers  !  what  ruins  from  afar 
Mark  the  fell  track  of  defolating  war  ! 
Here  Art  and  Commerce,  with  aufpicious  reign. 
Once  breath'd  fvveet  influence  on  the  happy  plain  ! 
While  o'er  the  lawn,  with  dance  and  feflive  fong. 
Young  Fleafure  led  the  jocund  hours  along. 

N  3        -  In 
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Hn  gay  luxuriance  Ceres  too  was  feen 
To  crown  the  vallies  with  eternal  green. 
JFor  wealth,  for  valor,  courted  and  rever'd. 
What  Albion  is,  fair  Candia  then  appear'd. — 
Ah  !  who  the  flight  of  ages  can  revoke  ? 
,  The  free-born  fpirit  of  her  fons  is  broke  ; 
They  bow  to  Ottoman's  imperious  yoke  ! 
No  longer  fame  the  drooping  heart  infpires, 
For  rude  oppreflion  quench'd  its  genial  fires. 
But  ftill  her  fields,  with  golden  harvefts  crown'd, 
Siipply  the  barren  fhores  of  Greece  around. 
What  pale  diftrefs  affliSs  thofe  wretched  ifies  ! 
There  hope  ne'er  dawns,  and  plcafure  never  fmiles. 
The  vafTal  wretch  cbfcquious  drags  his  chain. 
And  hears  his'familh'd  babes  lament  in  vain. 
Thefe  eyes  have  feen  the  dull  reludant  foil 
A  feyenth  year  fcorn  the  weary  lab'rcr's  toil. 
No  bloonrlng  Venus,  on  the  defart  fhcre, 
Now  views,  with  triumph,  captive  gods  adore. 
No  lovely  Helens  now,  with  fatal  charms. 
Call  forth  th'  avenging  chiefs  of  Greece  to  arms. 
No  fair  Penelopes  inchant  the  eye. 
For  whom  contending  kings  are  proud  to  die. 
Here  fullen  Beauty  iheds  a  twilight  ray. 
While  for  row  bids  her  venal  bloom  decay. 
Thofe  charms,  fo  long  rtnown'd  in  claflic  ftrains. 
Had  dimly  fhone  on  Albion's  happier  plains  ! 

Now,  in  the  fouthern  hemifphere  the  fun 
Thro'  the  bright  Virgin  and  the  Scales  had  run  ; 

And 
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..r.d  on  the  ecliptic  wheel'd  his  winding  way, 
^Till  the  fierce  Scorpion  felt  his  flaming  ray. 
The  fhip  was  moor'd  befide  the  wave-worn  ftrand  j 
Four  days  her  anchors  bite  the  golden  fand : 
For  fickening  vapours  lull  the  air  to  fleep. 
And  not  a  breeze  awakes  the  filent  deep. 
This,  when  th'  autumnal  equinox  is  o'er. 
And  Phcebus  in  the  north  declines  no  more. 
The  watchful  mariner,  whom  heaven  informs. 
Oft'  deems  the  prelude  of  approacliing  ftorms. 
True  to  his  trull  when  facred  duty  calls. 
No  brooding  ftornl  the  mafter's  foul  appals  : 
Th'  advancing  feafon  warns  him  to  the  main ; 
A  captive,  fetter'd  to  the  oar  of  gain  1 
His  anxious  heart,  impatient  of  delay, 
Expefts  the  winds  to  fail  from  Candia's  bay  ; 
Determin'd,  from  whatever  point  they  rile. 
To  truil  his  fortune  to  the  feas  and  (kies. 

Thou  living  ray  of  intelleftual  fire, 
Whofe  voluntary  gleams  my  verfe  infpire ! 
Ere  yet  the  deep'ning  incidents  prevail, 
'Till  rous'd  attention  feel  our  plaintive  tale. 
Record  whom,  chief  among  the  gallant  crew, 
Th'  unbleft  purfuit  of  fortune  hither  drew ! 
Can  fons  of  Neptune,  generous,  br<ive  and  bold, 
In  pain  and  hazard  toil  for  fordid  gold? 

They  can  1   for  gold  too  oft',  v.'ith  magic  art. 
Subdues  each  nobler  impulfe  of  the  heart : 
This  crowns  the  profperous  villain  with  applaufe. 
To  whom,  in  vain,  ia.d  Merit  pleads  her  caufe  : 

N  4  This 
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This  ftrewJ  with  rofes  life's  perplexing  road. 
And  leads  the  way  to  Pkafure's  bleft  abode  ; 
With  {laughter 'd  viftims  Hlh  the  weeping  plain. 
Arid  fmooths  the  furrows  of  the  treacherous  main. 

O'er  the  g.ny  veflel,  and  her  daring  band, 
Experienc'd  Albert-held  the  chief  command  ; 
Tho'  train'd  in  boifterous  elements,-  his  mind 
Was  yet  by  foft  humanity  refin'd. 
Each  joy  of  wedded  love  at  home  he  knew  ; 
Abroad  coflfeft-the  father  of  his  crew  ! 
Brave,  liberal,  juft,  the  calm  domeflic  fcene 
Had  o'er  his  temper  breath'd  a  gay  ferene. 
Him  fcience  taught  by  myftic  lore  to  trace 
The  planets  wheeling  in  eternal  race  ; 
To  mark  the  (hip  in  floating  balance  held. 
By  earth  atfraded  and  by  feas  repell'd  ; 
Or  point  hef  devious  track,  thro'  climes  unknown. 
That  leads  to  every  fhore  and  every  zone. 
He  faw  the  moon  thro'  heaven's  blue  concave  glide. 
And  into  motion  charm  th'  expanding  tide  ; 
Wiiile  earth  impetuous  round  her  axle  rolls. 
Exalts  her  watery  zone,  and  link  the  poles. 
Ligiit  and  attraction,  f:om  their  genial  fource. 
He  faw  ftill  vyandexing  with  diminilh'd  force  ; 
While  pn- the, margin  of  declining  day. 
Night's  fhadowy  cor.c  reluftant  melts  away. — 
Inur'd  to  peril,  with  unconquer'd  foul. 
The  chief  beheld  tempeftuous  oceans  roll ; 
His  genius,  ever  for  the  event  prepar'd, 
Rofe  with  the ilorm,  and  all  its  dangers  fhar'd. 

The 
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The  fecond  powers  and  office  Rodmond  bore  : 
A  hardy  fon  of  England's  furtheft  fhore  ! 
Where  bleak  Northumbria  pours  her  favage  train 
In  fable  fquadrons  o'er  the  northern  main  ; 
That,  with  her  pitchy  entrails  llorM,  refort, 
A  footy  tribe  !  to  fair  Augufla's  port. 
Vi'here'er  in  ambuih  lurk  the  fatal  fands. 
They  claim  the  danger  ;  proud  of  fkilful  bands  ! 
For  while  with  darkling  courfe  their  veffels  fweep 
The  winding  fhore,  or  plough  the  faithlefs  deep. 
O'er  bar  •  and  fhelf  the  watery  path  they  found. 
With  de.\t'rous  arm  ;  fagacious  of  the  ground  ! 
Fearlefs  they  combat  every  hoftile  wind. 
Wheeling  in  mazy  tracks  with  courfe  incUn'd. 
Expert  to  moor,  where  terrors  line  the  road ; 
Or  win  the  anchor  from  its  dark  abode  :  — 
But  drooping  and  rclax'd  in  climes  afar. 
Tumultuous  and  undifciplin'd  in  war. 
Such  Rodmond  was  ;  by  learning  unrefin'd. 
That  oft'  enlightens  to  corrupt  the  mind  : 
Boiilerous  of  manners  ;  train'd  in  early  youth 
To  fcenes  that  fhame  the  conicious  cheek  of  truth ; 
To  fcenes  that  Nature's  ftruggling  voice  controol. 
And  freeize  compaffion  rifing  in  the  foul ! 
Where  the  grim  hell-hounds,  prowling  round  the  fhore. 
With  foul  "intent  the  ilranded  bark  explore — 

*  A  bar  is  known,  in  hydrography,  to  be  a  mafs  of  earth  or 
fand  crllcGed  by  the  furge  of  the  fea,  at  the  entrance  of  a  river 
or  haven  ;  fa  as  to  render  tlic  navigation  difBcuU,  and  often  dan- 
gerous. 

Deaf 
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-Deaf  to  the  voice  of  woe,  her  decks  they  board. 
While  tardy  Juftice  flumbers  o'er  her  fword  — 
Th'  indignant  Mufe,  feverely  taught  to  feel. 
Shrinks  from  a  theme  fhe  bluihes  to  reveal ! 
Too  oft'  example,  arm'd  with  poifons  fell. 
Pollutes  the  fhrlne  where  mercy  loves  to  dwell : 
Thus  Rodmond,  train 'd  by  this  unhallow'd  crew. 
The  facred  focial  paffions  never  knew  : 
Unfkill'd  to  argue  ;  in  difpute  yet  loud  ; 
Bold  without  caution  ;  without  honours  proud  ; 
In  art  unfchool'd,  each  veteran  rule  he  priz'd. 
And  all  improvement  haughtily  defpis'd  : 
Yet  tho'  full  oft'  to  future  perils  blind. 
With  fkill  fuperior  glow'd  his  daring  mind. 
Thro'  fnares  of  death  the  reeling  bark  to  guide. 
When  midnight  {hades  involve  the  raging  tide. 

To  Rodmond  next,  in  order  of  command. 
Succeeds  the  youngeft  of  our  naval  band. 
But  what  avails  it  to  record  a  name 
That  courts  no  rank  among  the  fons  of  Fame  ? 
While  yet  a  {tripling,  oft'  with  fond  alarms. 
His  bofom  danc'd  to  Nature's  boundlefs  charms  ; 
On  liim  fair  Science  davvn'd  in  happier  hour. 
Awakening  into  bloom  young  Fancy's  {lower  ; 
But  frowning  Fortune  with  untimely  bla{l: 
The  blo{rom  wither'd,  and  the  dawn  o'erca{l. 
Forlorn  of  heart,  and  by  fevere  decree 
Condemn'd  reluftant  to  the  faithlefs  fea. 
With  long  farewell  he  left  the  laurel  grove. 
Where  Science  and  the  tuneful  Sifters  rove.— 

Hither 
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"Hither  he  wander'd,  anxious  to  explore 
Antiquities  of  nations  now  no  more  ; 
To  penetrate  each  diftant  realm  unknown. 
And  range  excurfive  o'er  th'  untravePd  zone. 
In  vain  ! — for  rude  Adveriity's  command. 
Still  on  the  margin  of  each  famous  land. 
With  unrelenting  ire  his  fleps  oppos'd. 
And  every  gate  of  hope  againft  him  clos'd. 
Permit  my  verfe,  ye  bleft  Pierian  train. 
To  call  Arion  this  ill  fated  fwain  ! 
For,  like  that  bard  unhappy,  on  his  head 
Malignant  liars  their  hoftile  influence  (hed. 
Both,  in  lamenting  numbers,  o'er  the  deep. 
With  confciousanguiiii  taught  the  harp  to  wcepj 
And  both  the  raging  furge  in  fafety  bore 
Amid  deftruftion  panting  to  the  fhore. 
This  laft  our  tragic  ftory  from  the  wave 
Of  dark  oblivion  haply  yet  may  fave ; 
With  genuine  fympathy  may  yet  complain. 
While  fad  remembrance  bleeds  at  every  vein. 

Such  were  the  pilots  ;  tutor'd  to  divine 
Th'  untravel'd  courfe  by  geometric  1  ne; 
Train'd  to  command,  and  range  the  various  fail, 
Whofe  various  force  conforms  to  every  gale. — 
Charg'd  with  the  commerce,  hither  alfo  came 
A  gallant  youth,  Paiemon  was  his  name  : 
A  father's  ftern  refentment  doom'd  to  prove. 
He  came,  the  viftim  of  unhappy  love  ! 
His  heart  for  Albert's  beauteous  daughter  bled  ; 
for  her  a  fecret  flame  his  bofom  fed. 

Nor 
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Nor  let  the  wretched  flaves  of  Folly  fcorn 
This  genuine  paffion.  Nature's  eldeft-born  ! 
'Twas  his  with  lafting  anguifh  to  complain. 
While  blooming  Anna  mourn'd  the  caufe  in  vain. 

Graceful  of  form,  by  Nature  taught  to  pleafe. 
Of  power  to  mek  the  female  breaft  with  eafe. 
To  her  Palemon  told  his  tender  tale. 
Soft  as  the  voice  of  fummer's  evening  gale. 
O'erjoy'd,  he  faw  her  lovely  eyes  relent ; 
The  blufhing  maiden  fmil'd  with  fweet  confent. 
Oft'  in  the  mazes  of  a  neighbouring  grove. 
Unheard,  theybreath'd  alternate  vows  of  love  : 
By  fond  fociety  their  paffion  grew. 
Like  the  young  bloflbm  fed  with  vernal  dew. 
In  evil  hour  th'  officious  tongue  of  Fame 
Betray 'd  the  fecret  of  their  mutual  flame. 
With  grief  and  anger  llruggling  in  his  breafl, 
Palemon's  father  heard  the  tale  confeft. 
Long  had  he  liften'd  with  Sufpicion's  ear. 
And  learnt,  fagacious,  this  event  to  fear. 
Too  well,  fair  youth  !  thy  liberal  heart  he  knew; 
A  heart  to  Nature's  warm  impreffions  true  ! 
Full  oft'  his  wifdom  ftrove,  with  fruitlefs  toil. 
With  avarice  to  pollute  that  generous  foil: 
That  foil,  impregnated  with  nobler  feed, 
Refus'd  the  culture  of  fo  rank  a  weed. 
Elate  with  wealth,  in  active  commerce  won. 
And  balking  in  the  fmile  of  Fortune's  fun. 
With  fcorn  the  parent  ey'd  the  lowly  fhade. 
That  veil'd  the  beauties  of  this  charming  maid. 

In- 


THE    SHIPWRECK.  189 

Indignant  he  rebuk'd  th'  enamour'd  boy. 
The  flattering  prcmife  of  his  future  joy  ! 
He  footh'd  and  menac'd,  anxious  to  reclaim 
This  hopelefs  paffion,  or  divert  its  aim  : 
Oft'  led  the  youth  where  circling  joys  delight 
The  ravifh'd  fenfe,  or  beaut}'  charms  the  iight. 

'  ith  all  her  powers  inchanting  Muuc  fail'd. 
And  Pleafure's  fyren-voice  no  more  prevail'd. 
The  Merchant,  kindling  then  with  proud  difdain. 
In  look  and  voice  alTum'd  an  harfher  ftrain. 
■  r.  abfence  now  his  only  hope  remain'd  ; 

-nd  fuch  the  ftern  decree  his  will  ordain'd. 
Deep  anguifh,  while  Palemon  heard  his  doom. 
Drew  o'er  his  lovely  face  a  faddening  gloom. 
In  vain  with  bitter  forrow  he  repin'd. 
No  tender  pity  touch'd  that  fordid  mind ; 
To  the,e,  brave  Albert,  was  the  charge  configr 
The  ftately  {hip,  fcrfaking  England's  fnore, 
1  o  regions  far  remote  Palemon  bore. 

capable  of  change,  th'  unhappy  youth 
Still  lov'd  fair  Anna  with  eternal  truth  : 
From  clime  to  clime  an  exile  doom'd  to  roam. 
His  heart  (till  panted  for  its  fecret  home. 

The  mcon  had  circled  twice  her  wayward  zone, 
"T^o  him  fince  young  Arion  firil  was  known ; 
Who,  wandering  here  thro'  many  a  fcene  renown'd. 
In  Alexandria's  port  the  vefiel  found  ; 
Where,  anxious  to  review  his  native  fhore. 
He  on  the  roaring  wave  embark'd  once  raare. 

Oft*, 


I 

fign'd.    3 
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Oft',  by  pale  Cynthia's  melancholy  light. 
With  hina  Palemon  kept  the  watch  of  night;; 
In  whofe  fad  bofom  many  a  Ugh  fuppreft. 
Some  painful  fecret  of  the  foul  confell. 
Perhaps  Aricn  foon  the  caufs  divin'd, 
Tho'  fhunning  Hill  to  probe  a  wounded  mind : 
He  felt  the  chaftity  of  filent  woe, 
Tho'  glad  the  balm  of  comfort  to  beftow  ; 
He,  with  Palemon,  oft'  recounted  o'er 
The  tales  of  haplefs  love  in  ancient  lore, 
Recall'd  to  memory  by  th*  adjacent  fhore. 
The  fcene  thus  prefent,  and  its-ftbry  known. 
The  lover  figh'd  for  forrows  not  his  own. 
'^I'hus,.  tho'  a  recent  date  their  friendfbip  bore,    . 
Soon  the  ripe  metal  own'd  the  quick'ning  oreTj 
For  in  one  tide  their  palTions  feem'd  to  roll. 
By  kindred-age,  and  fympatliy  of  foul. 

Thcfe  o'er  th'  inferior  naval  train  preiide. 
The  courfe  determine,  or  the  commerce  guide  :  ^ 
O'er  all  the  reft,  an  undiftinguifh'd  crew  1 
Her  wing  of  deepeft  fhade  Oblivion  drew.. 

A  fallen  languor  ftiil  the  Ikies  oppreft. 
And  held  th'  unwiiling  fhip  in  flrong  arreft. 
High  in  his  chariot  glow'd  the  lamp  of  day,, 
O'er  Ida  flaming  with  meridian  ray. 
Relax'd  from  toil  the  failors  range  the  fhore. 
Where  famine,  war,  and  ftorm  are  felt  no  more  : 
The  hour  to  focial  pleafure  they  refign. 
And  black  remembrance  drown  in  generous  wine. 


On, 
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On  deck,  beneath  the  (hading  canvas  fpread^ 

Rodmcnd  a  rueful  tale  of  wonders  read. 

Of  dragons  poaring  on  the  enchanted  coaft. 

The  hideous  goblin,  and  the  yelling  ghoft — 

But  with  Arion,  from  the  fultry  heat 

Of  noon,  Palemon  fought  a  cool  retreat. 

And  lo  !  the  ihore  with  mournful  profpeds  crown'd  *j 

The  rampart  torn  with  many  a  fatal  wound  ; 

The  ruin'd  bulwark  tottering  o'er  the  ftrand ; 

Bewail  the  llroke  of  War's  tremendous  band. 

What  fcenes  of  woe  this  haplefs  ifle  o'eripread  I 

Where  late  thrice  firry  thouland  warriors  bled. 

Full  twice  twelve  fummers  were  yon  towers  aifail'd, 

'Till  barbarous  Ottoman  at  lalt  prevailed  ; 

"While  thundering  mines  the  lovely  plains  o'ertum'd. 

While  heroes  fell,  and  domes  and  temples  bum'd. 

But  now  before  them  happier  fcenes  arife  ! 
Elyfian  vales  {hlute  their  ravifh'd  eyes  : 
Olive  and  cedar  form'd  a  grateful  Ihade, 
Where  light  with  gay  romantic  error  ftray'd. 
The  myrtles  here  with  fond  carefles  twine  ; 
There,  rich  with  ncclar,  melts  the  pregnant  vine. 
And  lo  !  the  ftream,  renown'd  in  claffic  fong. 
Sad  Lethe,  glides  the  £lent  vale  along. 

*  The  inteUigent  reader  will  rea  ily  difcoYcr,  that  thefe  re- 
marks allude  to  the  ever- memorable  fiege  of  Candia,  which  was 
taken  from  the  Venetians  by  tJie  Tirrks  in  1669 ;  being  ther» 
CO!  fidered  as  impregnable,  and  efleemed  the  mod  fonnldahls 
tortrefs  in  the  univcrfe. 

On 
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On  mofly  banks,  beneath  the*  citron  grove. 

The  youthful  wanderers  found  a  wild  alcove  : 

Soft  o'er  the  fairy  region  languor  ftole. 

And  with  fweet  melancholy  charni'd  the  foul. 

Here  firft  Palemon,.  while  his  penfive  mind 

For  confolation  on  his  friend  reclin'd. 

In  pity's  bleeding  bofom  pour'd  the  ilream 

Of  love's  for:  anguifh,  and  of  grief  fupreme— 

Too  true  thy  words  !— by  fweet  remembrance  taught' 

My  heart  in  fecret  bleeds  with  tender  thought : 

In  vain  it  courts  the  folitary  Ihade, 

"  By  every  aftion,  every  look  betray'd  !  — 
The  pride  of  generous  woe  difdains  appeal 
To  hearts  that  unrelenting  frolb  congeal : 
Yet  fure,  if  right  Palemon  can  divine. 
The  fenfe  of  gentle  pity  dwells  in  thine. 
Yes  !  all  his  cares  thy  fympathy  fhall  know. 

And  prove  the  kind  companion  of  his  woe. 

Albert  thou  know'ft  with  Ikill  and  fcience  grac'd. 

In  humble  ftation  tho'  by  fortune  plac'd. 

Yet  never  feaman  more  lerenely  brave 

Led  Critain's  conqu'nng  fquadrons  o'er  the  wave. 

Where  full  in  view  Auguita's  fpires  arc  feen. 

With  flow'ry  lawns,  and  waving  woods  between, 

A  peaceful  dwelling  Hands  in  modeft  pride. 

Where  Thames,  flow-winding,  rolls  his  ample  tide. 

There  live  the  hope  and  pleafure  of  his  life, 

A  pious  daughter,  with  a  faithful  wife. 

For  his  return,  with  fond  officious  care. 

Still  every  grateful  cbjedt  thcfe  prepare  ; 

Whatever 
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Whatever  can  allure  the  fmell  or  iigljt. 
Or  wake  the  drooping  fpiriis  to  delight. 

This  blooming  maid  in  virtue's  path  to  guide. 
Her  anxious  parents  all  their  cares  apply'd. 
Her  fpotlefs  foal,  where  foft  compaCton  reign'd. 
No  vice  untun'd,  no  fickeaing  folly  ftain'd. 
Not  fiiirer  grows  the  lily  of  the  vale, 
Whofe  bofom  opens  to  the  vernal  gale  : 
Her  eyes,  uneonfeious  of  their  fatal  charms, 
Thrill'd  every  heart  with  cxquinte  alarms : 
Her  face,  in  beauty's  fweet  aitra^Won  croft. 
The  fmile  of  maiden-iRncicejiee  expred; 
While  health,  that  rifes  with  the  new-born  day, 
Breath'd  o'er  her  cheek  the  fofteft  blufii  of  May. 
Still  in  her  look  complaceoce  foail'd  f!?r«ie  j 
She  mov'd  the  channer  of  the  rural  Tceae. 

'Twas  at  that  feaibn  when  the  fields  refume 
Their  lovelieil  hues,  array'd  in  vernal  bloom; 
Yon  fliip,  rich-freighted  from  th' Italian  (here. 
To  Thames'  fair  banks  her  coitly  tribute  bore  : 
While  thus  my  father  faw  his  ample  hoard. 
From  this  return,  with  recent  treafure  lior'd  ;  . 
Me,  with  affairs  of  commerce  charg'd,  he  fent 
To  Albert's  homble  raanfion  ;  fcon  I  went. 
Too  foon,  alas  I    uneonfeious  of  tii'  event — 
There  ftruck  with  fweet  furprize  and  filent  awe. 
The  gentle  miltrefs  of  my  hopes  I  faw  : 
There,  wounded  firft  by  love's  relilliefs  arms. 
My  glowing  bofom  tbrobfe'd -with  flrarige  alarms. 

Vol,  LXVTI.  O  ■  My 
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My  ever-charming  Anna  !  who  alone 

Can  all  the  frowns  of  cruel  fate  atone  ; 

O  !  while  all-confcious  memory  holds  her  power. 

Can  I  forget  that  fweetly-painful  hour. 

When  from  thofe  eyes,  with  lovely  lightning  fraught. 

My  fluttering  fpirits  firft  th'  infection  caught : 

When,  as  I  gaz'd,  my  faultering  tongue  betray'd 

The  heart's  quick  tumults,  or  refus'd  its  aid  : 

While  the  dim  light  my  raviih'd  eyes  forlbok. 

And  every  limb  unllrung  with  terror  fnook  ! 

With  all  her  powers  diffenting  reafon  ftrove 

To  tame  at  firft  the  kindling  fiame  of  love  ; 

She  Itrove  in  vain  1  fubdu'd  by  charms  divine. 

My  foul  a  vittim  fell  at  beauty's  fhrine. 

Oft  from  the  din  of  buftling  life  I  ftray'd. 

In  happier  fcenes,  to  fee  my  lovely  maid. 

Full  oft,  where  Thames  his  wandering  current  leads. 

We  rov'd  at  evening  hour  thro'  flowery  meads. 

There,  while  my  heart's  foft  anguifli  I  reveal'd. 

To  her  with  tender  fighs  my  hope  appeal'd. 

While  the  fweet  nymph  my  faithful  tale  believ'd. 

Her  fnowy  breaft  with  fecret  tumult  heav'd ; 

For,  train'd  in  rural  fcenes  from  earlieft  youth, 

Mature  was  her't,  and  innocence  and  truth. 

She  never  knew  the  city  damfel's  art, 

Whofe' frothy  pertncfs  charms  the  vacant  heart  !  — 

My  fuit  prevaii'd  ;  for  love  infcrm'd  my  tongue. 

And  on  his  votary's  lips  perfuafion  hung. 

Her  eyts  with  cor.fcious  fympathy  withdrew. 

And  o'er  her  cheek  the  rofy  current  flew.— 

Thrice 
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Thrice  happy  hours  !  where,  with  no  dark  allay. 

Life's  faireft  funfhine  gilds  the  vernal  dav  ! 

For  here  the  figh,  that  (oft  afFeftion  heaves. 

From  ftings  of  (harper  woe  the  foul  relieves. 

Elyfian  fcenes,  too  happy  long  to  laft  ! — 

Too  foon  a  ftorm  the  fmiling  dawn  o'ercaft  ! 

Too  foon  fome. demon  to  my  father  bore 

The  tidings  that  his  heart  with  anguifti  tore — 

My  pride  to  kindle,  with  diffuafive  voice, . 

Awhile  he  labour'd  to  degrade  my  choice  : 

Then,  in.the  whirling  wave  of  pleafure,  fought 

From  its  lov"d  objedl  to  divert  my  thought. 

With  equal  hope  he  might  attempt  to  bind. 

In  chains  of  adamant,  the  lawlefs  wind  : 

For  love  had  aim'd  the  fatal  fliaft  too  fure  : 

Hope  fed  the  wound,  and  abfence  knew  no  cure.  - 

With  alienated  look,  each  art  he  faw 

Still  baffled  by  fuperior  Nature's  law. 

His  anxious  mind  on  various  fchemes  revolv'd  j 

At  laft  on  cruel  exile  he  refolv'd. 

The  rigorous  doom  was  fix'd  ;  alas  !  how  vain 

To  him  of  tender  anguilh  to  complain  ! 

His  foul,,  that  never  love's  fweet  influence  fe!r. 

By  focial  fympathy  could  never  melt ; 

With  Hern  command  to  Albert's  charge  he  gave,  . 

To  waft  Palemon  o'er  t;ie  diftant  \vave. 

The  fhip  was  ladert  and  prepar'd  to  fail, 
And  only  waited  now  the  leaoing  gale. 
*Twas  ours,  in  that  fad  period,  firil  to  prove 
The  heart-felt  torments  of  defpairing  love. 

O  2  .  Th*  iia. 
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Th'  impatient  wifh  that  never  feels  repofe ; 
Defire  that  with  perpetual  current  fiowj ; 
The  fludluating  pangs  of  hope  and  fear ; 
Joy  diftant  IHII,  and  forrow  ever  near  ! 
Thus,  while  the  pangs  oi"  thought  fcverer  grew. 
The  weflern  breezes  inaufpicious  blew, 
Haltening  the  moment  of  our  laft  adieu. 
The  vefi'el  parted  on  the  falling  tide ; 
Yet  time  one  facred  hour  to  love  fupply'd. 
The  night  was  filent,  and,  advancing  fall. 
The  moon  o'er  Thames  her  iilver  mantle  caft. 
Impatient  hope  the  midnight  path  explor'd. 
And  led  me  to  the  nymph  my  foul  ador'd. 
Soon  her  quick  footileps  ftruck  my  liftening  ear  ! 
She  came  confeft  !   the  lovely  maid  drew  near  ! 
But  ah  !  what  force  of  language  can  impart 
Th'  impetuous  joy  that  glow'd  in  either  heart  ! 
O  !  ye,  whofe  melting  hearts  are  form'd  to  prove 
The  trembling  ecllafies  of  genuine  love  ! 
When,  with  delicioas  agony,  the  thought 
Is  to  the  verge  of  high  delirium  wrought ; 
Your  fecret  fympathy  alone  can  tell 
What  raptures  then  the  throbbing  bofom  f.vell : 
O'er  all  the  nerves  what  tender  tumults  roll. 
While  love  with  fwect  inchantraent  melts  the  foul  ! 

In  tranfport  loft,  by  trembling  hope  impreli. 
The  blufhing  virgin  funk  upon  my  breaft ; 
While  her's  congenial  beat  with  fond  alarms ; 
Di/Tolving  foftnefs !  paradife  of  charms  ! 

Flafti'd 
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Flaih'd  from  oar  eyes,  in  warm  iransfufion  flew 

Our  blending  fpirit»,  that  each  other  drew  ! 

O  blifs  fupreme  1  where  virtue's  feif  can  melt 

With  joys  that  gaiity  pleafure  never  felt ! 

Form'd  to  refine  the  Aoaght  with  chafte  defire. 

And  kindle  iWcet  aifa^on'a  parell  fire  ! 

Ah  !  wherefore  fiiould  my  hopelefs  lore,  flie  cries. 

While  forrow  burft  wath  interrupting  figbs. 

For  ever  delHn'd  to  lament  in  vain. 

Such  flattering,  fond  ideas  entertain  ? 

Mv  heart  thro*  fcenes  of  fair  illufion  firay*d> 

To  joys  decreed  for  fome  fuperior  maid. 

'  Tis  mine  to  feel  the  fharpeil  ftings  of  grief. 

Where  never  gentle  hope  a/Fords  relief. 

Go  then,  dear  youth  !  thy  father's  rage  atone  ; 

And  let  this  tortur'd  bofom  beat  alone  ! 

The  hovering  anger  yet  thoifmay'il  appeafe; 

Go  then,  dear  youth  !  nor  tempt  the  faithlefs  feas  ! 

Find  out  fome  happier  daughter  of  the  town, 

\\'ich  fortune's  fairer  jojs  thy  love  to  crown  ; 

Where  fmiling  o'er  thee,  with  indulgent  ray, 

Profperity  fiiall  hail  each  new-bom  day. 

Too  well  thou  know'ft  good  Albert's  niggard  fate, 

111  fitted  to  fuftain  thy  father's  hate  ; 

Go  th?n,  I  charge  thee,  by  thy  generous  love. 

That  fatal  to  my  father  thns  mav  prove  ! 

C  n  me  alone  let  dark  aifliftion  fall ! 

Whole  heart,  for  thee,  will  gladly  fuaer  all. 

^  hen  hafte  thee  hence,  Palemon,  ere  too  late. 

Nor  ralbly  hope  to  brave  oppofing  fate  ! 

O  3  She 
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She  ceas'd  ;  while  angujfh  in  her  angel-face 
O'er  all  her  beauties  fliower'd  celeftial  grace. 
Not  Helen,  in  her  bridal  charms  array'd. 
Was  half  fo  lovely  as  this  gentle,  maid. 
O  foul  of  all  my  wifties  1  I  reply 'd. 
Can  that  foft  fabric  ftem  afHicHon's  tide  ? 
Canll  thou,  fair  enblem  of  exalted  truth  ! 
To  forrow  doom  the  fummer  of  thy  youth.; 
And  I,  perfidious  !   all  that  fweetnefs  fee 
Confign'd  to  lafling  mifery  for  me  ? 
Sooner  this  moment  may  the  eternal  doom 
Palemon  in  the  filent  earth  entomb! 
Attelt  thou  moon,  fair  regent  of  the  night ! 
Whofe  luftre  fickens  at  this  mournful  fight; 
By  all  the  pangs  divided  lovers,  fee). 
That,  fweet  pofTeffion  only  knows  to  heal ! 
By  all -the  horrors  brooding  o'er  the  deep  ! 
Where  fate  and  ruin  fad  dominion  keep.; 
Tho'  tyrant  duty  o'er  me  threatening  flands. 
And  claims  obedience  to  her  Hern  commands  : 
Should  fortune  cruel  or  aufpicious  prove. 
Herfraile  or  frown  flial!  never  change  my  love  ! 
My  iieart,  that  now  jnuft  every  joy  refign. 
Incapable  of  chmge,  is  only  thine  !  — 
O  ceafe  to  wetp  !   this  florm  will  yet  decay. 
And  thefe  fad  c  ouds  of  forrow  melt  away. 
While, diro'  the  rugged  path  of  life  we  go. 
All  mortals  tafte  the  bitter  draught  of  woe. 
The  fam'd .  and  great,  decreed  to  equal  pain., 
JFuIl  oit  in  fplcndid  wreteiiednefs  comjs.iain. 
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For  this  profperity,  w!th  brighter  ray. 

In  fmiiing  contrail  gilds  our  vital  day. 

Thou  too,  fweet.maid  !  ere  twice  ten  months  are  o'er  •% 

Shalt  hail  Paiemon  to  his  natii'e  fiiore,  i- 

Where  never  intereft  Ihali  divide  us  more.  J 

Her  ftruggling  foul,  o'erwhelm'd  with  tender  grief. 

Now  found  an  interval  of  ftiort  relief: 

bo  melts  the  furface  of  the  frozen  ftream. 

Beneath  the  wintry  fun's  departing  beam. 

With  warning  halle  the  Ihades  of  night  withdrew. 

And  gave  the  Cgnal  of  a  fad  adieu. 

As  on  my  neck  th*  afflicted  maiden  hung. 

A  thoufand  rack'mg  doubts  her  fpirit  wj  ung ; 

She  wept  the  terrors  of  the  fearful  wave, 
•Too  oft,  alas  !  the  wandering  lover's  grave  ! 
'•'ith  foft  perfuaCon  I  difpell'd  her  fear, 
.::d  fiom  her  cheek  beguil'd  the  falling  tear, 
'^"hile  dying  fondnefs  languiih'd  in  her  eyes, 
lie  pour'd  her  foul  to  heaven  in  fuppliant  iighs— 
ook  down  with  pity,  oh  !  ye  powers  above, 

•Vho  hear  the  fad  complaint  of  bleeding  love  ! 

Vc,  who  the  fecret  laws  of  fate  explore, 
.ionc  can  tell  if  he  returns  no  more  : 

Or  if  the  hour  of  future  joy  remain, 

I  nng-wifa'd  atonement  of  long-fuffcr'd  pain  I 

.;id  every  guardian  miniller  attend, 

.'.nU  from  all  ill  the  much-lov'd  youth  defend  ! 
With  grief  o'erwhelm'd  wc  parted  twice  in  v^n, 

■"4  nd,  urg'd  by  flrong  attradion,  met  again. 

O  4  At 
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.At  laft,  by  cruel  foHune  t&rn  aparf. 
While  tender  paiiion  ftream'd  in  either  heart, 
:.Oar  eyes  transfix'd  with  agonifing  look. 
One  fad  farewel,  one  laft  embrace  we  took. 
'Forlorn  of  hope  the  lovely  maid  I  left, 
Fenfive  and  pale  ;  of  ev^ry  joy  bereft. 
She  to  her  filent  couch  retir'd  to  weep. 
While  her  fad  fvVain  embark'd  upon  the  deep. 

His  tale  thus  cloS'd,  from  fympathy  of  grief, 
PalfetfiSm's  bcfoin  felt  a  fweet  relief. 
The  haplefs  bird,  thas  ravifn'd  from  the  flcies. 
Where  all  forlorn  his  Icv'd  compariion  flies. 
In  fecret  loiig  bewails  his  cruel  fate. 
With  fond  r8tt16mbfanfcfe  bf  bis  winged  mate  : 
Till  grown  farniliar  With  a  foreign  train, 
Compos'd  at  lertgth,  his  fadly-v.^arbling  ilrain 
In  fweet  oblivion  charms  the  fenfe  of  pain. 

Ye  tender  mrids,  in  whofe  pathetic  fouls 
Compafficn's  facred  ftrcam  impetuous  rtills ; 
Whofe  warm  affeftions  exquiifircly  feel 
The  fecret  wound  you  tremble  to  reVeal  ;  * 

Ah  !  may  no  wanderer  of  the  faithlefs  main 
Pour  through  your  breaft  the  foft  delicious  bane"! 
May  never  fatal  tendernefs  approve 
The  fond  eiTufidnsof  their  ardent  love. 
iO  !  warn'd  by  friendfhip's  counfel,  learn  to  fhun 
The  fatal  path  where  thoufands  are  undone  ! 

Now  as  the  youths,  returning  o'er  the  plain, 
Approach'd  the  lonely  margin  of  the  main, 

Jirft, 


I 
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.Firft,  with  attention  rouz'd,  Arion  ey'd 
The  graceful  lover,  form'd  in  Nature's  pride. 
His  frame  the  happieft  fymmetry  difplay'd; 
And  locks  of  waving  gold  his  neck  array'd. 
In  every  look  the  Paphian  graces  ftiine, 
Soft-treathing  o'er  his  cheek  their  bloom  divine. 
With  lighten'd  heart  he  fmil'd  ferenely.gay. 
Like  young  Adonis  or  the  fon-of  May. 
Not  Cytherea  from  a  fairer  fwain 
Receiv'd  her  apple  on  the  Trojan  plain  ! 

The  fun's  bright  orb,  declining  all  ferene. 
Now  glanc'd  obliquely  o'er  the  woodland  fcene. 
Creation  fmiles  around  ;  on  every  fpray 
The  warbling  birds  exalt  their  evening  lay. 
filithe  fkipping  o'er  yon  hill,  the  fleecy  train 
.  Join  the  deep  chorus  of  the  lowing  plain  : 
The  golden  lime  and  orange  there  were  feen. 
On  fragrant  branches  of  perpetual  green. 
The  cryftal  ftreams,  that  velvet  meadows  lave,    % 
To  the  green  ocean  roll  with  chiding  wavt. 
The  glaffy  ocean  huQi'd*^ forgets  to  roar, 
JBut  trembling  murmurs  on  the  fandy  Ihore  : 
And  lo  !  his  rfurface,  lovely  to  behold  ! 
XjIows  in  the  weft,  a  fea  of  living  gold  ! 
While,  all  above,  a  thouiand  liveries  gay 
The  flticB  with  pomp  ineii'able  array. 
Arabian  fweets  perfume  the  happy  plains  : 
Above,  beneath,  around  inchantment  reigns  ! 
While  yet  the  Ihades,  on  Time's  eternal  fcale, 
With  long  vibration  deepen  o'er  the  vale ; 

While 
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'While  yet  the  fongllers  of  the  vocal  grove 
With  dying  numbers  tune  the  foul  to  love ; 
""With  joyfi.ll  eyes  th'  attentive  mafter  fees 
Th'  aufpicious  omens  of  an  eaftern  breeze*— 
^ow  radiant  vefper  leads  the  Harry  train. 
And  night  flow  draws  her  veil  o'er  land  and  main ; 
Round  the  charg'd  bowl  the  failors  form  a  ring  ; 
By  turns  recount  the  wond'rous  tale,  or  fmg  ; 
As  love  or  battle,  hardfliips  of  the  main. 
Or  genial  wine,  awake  their  homely  ftrain  : 
Then  foRie  the  watch  of  night  alternate  keep. 
The  reft  lie  buried  in  oblivious  fleep. 

Deep   midnight  now  involves  the  livid  fkies. 
While  infant  breezes  from  the  ftiore  arife. 
The  waning  moon,  behind  a  watery  fliroud. 
Pale-glimmer 'd  o'er  the  long-protradted  cloud. 
A  mighty  ring  around  her  filver  throne. 
With  parting  meteors  croft,  portentous  (hone. 
This  in  the  troubled  iky  full  oft  prevails ; 
Oft  deem'd  a  lignal  of  tempeftuous  gale?  — 
While  young  Arion  fleeps,  before  his  iight 
Tumultuous  fwim  the  vifions  of  the  night,. 
JMow  blooming  Anna,  with  her  happy  fwain, 
Approach'd  the  facred  Hymeneal  hue  : 
Anon  tremendous  lightnings  flalh  between  ; 
And  funeral  pomp,  and  weeping  loves  are  feen  ! 
Now  with  Palemon  up  a  rocky  fteep, 
Whofe  fummit  trembles  o'er  the  roaring  deep. 
With  painful  ftep  he  climb'd  ;  while  far  above 
Sweet  Anna  charm'd  them  with  the  voice  of  love. 

Then 


I 
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Then  fadden  ■  from  the  flippery  height  they  fell. 
While  dreadful  yawn'd  beneath  the  jaws  of  hell.— 
Amid  this  fearful  trance,  a  thundering  found 
He  hears — and  thrice  the  hollow  decks  rebound. 
Upftaning  from  his  couch,  on  deck  he  fprung  ; 
Thrice  with  Ihrill  note  the  boatfwain's  whiftle  rung. 
Ml  hands  unmoor  !  proclaims  a  boifterous  cry  : 
All  hands  unmoor,   the  cavern  rocks  reply  1 
Rous'd  from  repofe,  aloft  the  failors  fwarm. 
And  with  their  levers  foon  the  windlafs  *  arm. 
The  order  given,  up-fpringing  with  a  bound. 
They  lodge  the  bars,  and  wheel  their  engine  found 
At  every  turn  the  clanging  pauls  refound. 
^Uptorn  reludlant  from  its  oozy  cave, 
The  ponderous  anchor  rifes  o'er  the  wave. 
Along  their  flippery  mails  the  yards  afcend. 
And  high  in  air  the  canvas  wings  extend  : 
Redoubling  cords  the  lofty  canvas  guide. 
And  thro'  inextricable  mazes  glide. 
The  lunar  rays  with  long  refleftion  gleam. 
To  light  the  veflel  o'er  the  filver  flream  : 
Along  the  glaffy  plain  ferene  fhe  glides. 
While  azure  radiance  trembles  on  her  fides. 
From  eaft  to  north  ^he  tranfient  breezes  play  ; 
And  in  the  Egyptian  quarter  foon  decay. 

*  The  windJafs  is  a  fort  oflaree  reller,  uftd  to  wind  in  the 
cable,  or  heave  up  the  anchor.  It  is  turned  about  vertically,  by 
-a  number  of  Ion?  bars  or  levers  ;  in  which  operation  it  is  pre- 
vented from  recoiling,  by  the  pau's. 

A  calm 
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A  calm  enfues  ;  they  dread  th'  adjacent  fliofe  ; 
The  boats  with  rowers  arm'd  are  lent  before : 
With  cordage  faften'd  to  the  lofty  prow. 
Aloof  to  fea  the  ftately  ihip  they  tow  •. 
The  nervous  crew  their  fweeping  oars  extend  ; 
And  pealing  fhouts  the  (hore  of  Candia  rend. 
Succefs  attends  their  fkill ;  the  danger's  o'er  : 
The  port  is  doubled  and  beheld  no  more. 

Now  morn,  her  lamp  pale  glimmering  on  the  fight, 
Scatter'd  before  her  van  reludant  night. 
She  comes  not  in  refulgent  pomp  array'd. 
But  fternly  frowning,  wrapt  in  fullen  (hade. 
Above  incumbent  vapours,  Ida's  height. 
Tremendous  rock  !  emerges  on  the  fight. 
North-eaft  the  guardian  ifle  of  Standia  lies. 
And  weuivard  Frefchin's  woody  capes  arife. 

Witn  winning  poftures,  now  the  wanton  fails 
Spread  all  their  (nares  to  charm  th'  inconftant  gales. 
The  fwclHng  Ilu'n-failsf  now  their  wings  extend. 
Then  ftay- fails  fidelong  to  the  breeze  afcend  : 
"While  all  to  court  the  wandering  breeze  are  plac'd; 
With  yards  now  thwarting,  now  obliquely  brac'd. 

*  Towing  is  the  operation  of  drawing  a  fhip  forward,  by 
means  of  ropes,  extending  from  her  fore- part  to  one  or  more  of 
the  boats  rowin-g  before  her. 

f  Studding-fails  are  long,  narrow  fails,  which  are  only  ufed 

in  fine  weather   and  fair  winds,  on  tiie  outfide  of  the  larger 

ftjuare-fail*.  Stay- fails  are  three-cornered  fails,  which  arehoifttd 

up  on  the  ftays,  when  the  wind  crofles  the  flilp's  courfe  either 

dtreilly  or  obliquely. 

The 
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The  dim  horizon  lowering  vapours  Ihroud, 
And  blot  the  fan,  yet  ftruggling  in  the  cloud  : 
Thro'  the  wide  atmofphere,  condens'd  with  haze. 
His  glaring  orb  emits  a  fanguine  blaze. 
The  pilots  now  their  rules  of  art  apply. 
The  myftic  needle's  devious  aim  to  try. 
The  compafs  plac'd  to  catch  the  rifing  ray  *, 
The  quadrant's  (hadows  ftudious  they  iurvey  ! 
Along  the  arch  the  gradual  index  Aides, 
While  Phcebus  down  the  vertic  circle  glides. 
Now,  feen  aa  ocean's  utmoft  verge  to  fwim. 
He  fweeps  it  vibrant  with  his  nether  limb. 
Thrlr  fage  experience  tlius  explores  the  height 
And  polar  dillance  of  the  fource  of  light : 
Then  thro'  the  chiliads  triple  maze,  they  trace 
Th'  ao^gy  that  proves  the  magnet'a  place. 
The  wayward  fteel,  to  truth  thus  recorcil'd. 
No  more  the  attentive  pilot's  eye  beguil'd. 

The  natives,  while  the  ihip  departs  the  land, 
Aihore  with  admiration  gazing  iiand. 
Majeftically  flow,  before  the  breeze. 
In  filent  iporap  foe  marches  on  the  feas. 
Her  milk-white  bottom  cad  a  fbfter  gleam. 
While  trembling  thro'  the  green  tranllucent  ftream. 
The  wales  ^,  that  clofe  above  in  contrail  fncne, 
Clafp  the  long  fabric  with  a  jetty  zone. 

*  The  operation  of  taking  the  fun's  azimuth,  in  order  to  dif- 
«over  the  eaftem  or  weftern  variation  of  the  magnetical  reedle. 

•|- The  wales,  here  alladcrf  to,  are  an  aBeir.blage  of  llrong 
pLuiks  which  envelope  the  lower  part  of  the  fhip's  fide,  wherein 

they 
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Britannia,  riding  awful  on  the  prow, 

Gaz'd  o'er  the  vafTal-wave  that  roU'd  below  : 

Where'er  fhe  mov'd,  the  vaffal-waves  were  Teen 

To  yield  obfequious  and  confefs  their  queen. 

Th'  imperial  trident  grac'd  her  dexter-hand, 

Gf  power  to  rule  the  lurge,  like  Mofes'  wand, 

Th'  eternal  empire  of  the  main  to  keep. 

And  guide  her  fquadrons  o'er  the  trembling  deep. . 

Her  left  propitious  bore  a  myftic  fhield. 

Around  whofe  margin  rolls  the  wat'ry  field. 

There  her  bold  genius,  in  his  floating  car, . 

O'er  the  wild  billow  hurls  the  ftorm  of  war — 

And  lo  !  the  beafcs,  that  oft  with  jealous  rage 

In  bloody  combat  met,  from  age  to  age, 

Tam'd  into  Union,  yok'd  in  friendfliip's  chain, . 

Draw  his  proud  chariot  round  the  vanquilh'd  main. 

From  the  broad  margin  to  the  center  grew 

Shelves,  rocks,  and  whirlpools,  hideous  to  the  view  ! — 

Th'  immortal  fhield  from  Neptune  fhe  receiv'd. 

When  fir  ft  her  head  above  the  waters  heav'd. 

Loofe  floated  o'er  her  limbs  an  azure  veft ; 

A .  figur'd  fcutcheon  glittered  on  her  breaft  ; 

There,  from  one  parent  foil,  for  ever  young, 

Ti'ie- blooming  rofe  and  hardy  thiftle  fprung. 

Around  her  head  an  oaken  wreath  was  feen. 

Inwove  with  laurels  of  unfading  green. 

tliey  are  broader  and  thicker  than  the  reft,  and  appear  fomewhat 
like  a  range  of  hoops  which  feparaies  the  bottom  from  the  upper 
works. 

Such 
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Sach  was  the  fculptur'd  prow — from  van  to  rear, 

Th'  artillery  frown'd,  a  black  tremendous  tier  1 

Embalm'd  with  orient  gum,  above  the  wave. 

The  fwelling  fides  a  yellow  radiance  gave. 

On  the  broad  ftern,  a  pencil  warm  and  bold. 

That  never  fervile  rules  of  art  controul'd. 

An  allegoric  tale  on  high  portray'd. 

There  a  young  hero,  here  a  royal  maid. 

Fair  England's  genius,  in  the  youth  expreft. 

Her  ancient  foe,  but  now  her  friend  confeft. 

The  warlike  nymph  with  fond  regard  furvey'd  ; 

No  more  his  holtile  frown  her  heart  difmay'd. 

His  look,  that  once  Ihot  terror  from  afar. 

Like  young  i^lcldes,  or  the  god  of  war. 

Serene  as  fummer's  evening  Ikies  Ihe  faw ; 

Serene  yet  firm  ;  tho*  mild,  imprefling  awe. 

Her  nervous  arm,  inur'd  to  toils  fevere, 

BrandiQi'd  th'  unconquer'd  Caledonian  fpear. 

The  dreadful  faulchion  of  the  hills  fhe  wore,  "s 

Sung  to  the  harp  in  many  a  tale  of  yore,  v 

That  oft  her  rivers  dy'd  with  holtile  gore.  J 

Blue  was  her  rocky  Ihield ;  her  piercing  eye 

Flaih'd,  like  the  meteors  of  her  native  fky  ; 

Her  creft,    high-plum'd,    was  rough   with   many  a 

fear. 
And  o'er  her  helmet  gleam'd  the  northern  ftar. 
The  warrior  youth  appear'd  of  noble  frame  ; 
The  hardy  offspring  of  fome  Runic  dame.  ' 

Loofe 
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Loofe  o'er  his  fhoulders  hung  the  flacken'd  bow, 
Renown'd  in  fong,  the  terror  of  the  foe  ! 
The  fword,  that  oft  the  barbarous  North  defy'd. 
The  fcourge  of  tyrants  !  glitter'd  by  his  fide. 
Clad  in  refulgent  arms,  in  battle  won. 
The  George  imblazon'd  on  his  corfelet  fhone. 
Fail  by  his  fide  was  feen  a  golden  lyre. 
Pregnant  with  numbers  of  eternal  fire  ; 
Whofe  firings  unlock  the  witches'  midnight  fpcU ; 
Or  waft  wrapt  fancy  through  the  gulphs  of  hell — 
Struck  with  contagion;  kindling  fancy  hears 
The  fongs  of  heaven  !  the  mufic  of  the  fpheres  ! 
Borne  on  Newtonian  wing  thro'  air  flie  flies. 
Where  other  funs  to  other  fyilems  rife  I—- 
Thefe  front  the  fcene  confpicuous— over-head 
Albion's  proud  oak  his  filial  branches  fpread  : 
While  on  the  fea-beat  ftiore  obfequious  fiood,. 
Beneath  their  feet,  the  father  of  the  flood- 
Here,  the  bold  native  of  her  cliiFs  above. 
Perch 'd  by  tlie  martial  maid  the  bird  of  Jove  ; 
There  on  die  watch,  fagacious  of  his  prey. 
With  eyes  of  fire,  an  Englifli  mafliff  lay. 
Yonder  fair  commerce  llretch'd  her  winged  fail ; 
Here  frown'd  the  god  that  wakes  the  living  gale — 
High  o'er  the  poop,  the  flattering  winds  unfurl'd 
Th'  imperial  flag  that  rules  the  wat'ry  world. 
Deep-blufliing  armors  all  the  tops  invert ; 
And  warlike  trophies  either  quarter  dreft  : 

Then 
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Then  tower'd  the  marts ;  the  canvas  fwell'd  on  high; 
And  waving  llreamers  floated  in  the  flcy. 
Thus  the  rich  veffel  moves  in  trim  array. 
Like  fome  fair  virgin  on  her  bridal  day. 
Thus,  like  a  fwan  fhe  cleaves  the  wat'ry  plain  ; 
The  pride  and  wonder  of  the  ^gean  main  I 
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no        PALCoivrER's  poem's- 


CANTO        II. 

ARGUMENT. 

Refleftion  on  leaving  the  land — The  gale  continues— 
A  water-fpout— Beauty  of  a  dying  dolphin — The 
fhip's  progrefs  along  the  Ihore — Wind  ftrengthens— 
The  fails  reduced— A  flioal  of  porpoifes — Laft  ap- 
pearance of  Cape  Spado — Sea  rifes — A  fquall— 
The  fails  further  diminiftied— Mainfail  fplit — Ship 
bears  away  before  the  wind — Again  hauls  upon 
the  wind—  Another  mainfail  fitted  to  the  yard — 
The  gale  ftill  encreafes — Topfails  furled — Top- 
gallant-yards fent  down  — Sea  enlarges — Sun-fet 
— Courfes  reefed  —  Four  feanren  loft  off  the  lee 
main-yard-arm— Anxiety  of  the  pilots  from  their 
dangerous  fituation— Refolute  behaviour  of  thefailors 

The  fhip  labours  in  great  diftrefs— The   artillery 

thrown  overboard— Difmal  appearance  of  the  wea- 
ther—Very  high  and  dangerous  fea— Severe  fatigue 
of  the  crew— Confultation  and  refolution  of  the  offi- 
cers—Speech  and  advice  of  Albert  to  the  crew — 
Keceflary  difpofition  to  veer  before  the  wind— Dif- 
appointment  in  the  propofed  effeft— New  difpofitions 
equally  unfuccefsful- The  mizen-maft  cut  away. 

ADIEU, 
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ADIEU,  ye  pleafures  of  the  rural  fcene. 
Where  peace  and  calm  contentment  dwell  ferene  ! 
To  me  in  vain,  on  earth's  prolific  foil. 
With  faramer  crown'd  the  Elyiian  vallies  fmile  ! 
To  me  thofe  happier  fcenes  r.o  joy  impart. 
But  tantalize  with  hope  my  aching  heart. 
For  thefe,  alas  !  reludant  1  forego. 
To  vifit  ftorms  and  elements  of  woe  ! 
Ye  tempefts,  o'er  my  head  congenial  roll. 
To  fuit  the  mournful  mufic  of  my  foul ! 
In  black  progreffion,  lo  !  they  hover  near ; 
Hail  fecial  horrors,  like  my  fate  fevere  ! 
Old  Ocean  hail,  beneath  whofe  azure  zone 
The  fecret  deep  lies  unexplor'd,  unknown. 
Approach,  ye  brave  companions  of  the  fea. 
And  fearlefs  view  this  awful  fcene  with  me  ! 
Ye  native  guardians  of  your  country's  laws  ! 
Ye  bold  affertors  of  her  facred  caufe  ! 
The  Mufe  invites  you  ;  judge  if  fhe  depart. 
Unequal,  from  the  precepts  of  your  art. 
In  praftice  train'd,  and  confcious  of  her  power. 
Her  fteps  intrepid  meet  the  trying  hour. 

O'er  the  fmooth  bofom  of  the  faithlefs  tides, 
Propell'd  by  gentle  gales,  the  veffel  glides. 
Rodmond  exalting  felt  th'  aufpicious  wind. 
And  by  a  myftic  charm  its  aim  confin'd. — 
The  thoughts  of  home,  that  o'er  his  fancy  roll. 
With  trembling  joy  dilate  Palemon's  foul : 
Hope  lifts  his  heart,  before  whofe  vivid  ray 
Diftrefs  recedes,  and  danger  melts  away. 

P  2  Already 
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Already  Britain's  parent-clifFs  arife. 
And  in  idea  greet  his  longing  eyes ! 
Each  amorous  failor  too,  with  heart  elate. 
Dwells  on  the  beauties  of  his  gentle  mate. 
E'en  they  th'  impreffive  dart  of  love  can  feel, 
Whofe  ftubborn  fouls  are  iheath'd  in  triple  fteeL 
Nor  lefs  o'erjoy'd,  perhaps  with  equal  truth. 
Each  faithful  maid  expefts  th'  approaching  youth  j 
In  diftant  bofoms  equal  ardors  glow. 
And  mutual  paSons  mutual  joy  beftow. — 
Tall  Ida's  fummit  now  more  diftant  grew. 
And  Jove's  high  hill  was  rifmg  on  the  view  j 
When,  fr^m  the  left  approaching,  they  defcry 
A  liquid  column  towering  fhoot  on  high. 
The  foaming  bale  an  angry  whirlwind  fweeps. 
Where  curling  billows  roufe  the  fearful  deeps. 
Still  rouiid  and  round  the  fluid  vortex  flies. 
Scattering  dun  night  and  horror  thro'  the  fides. 
The  fwifc  volution  and  th'  enormous  train 
Let  fages  vers'd  in  nature's  lore  explain  ! 
The  horrid  apparition  ftill  draws  nigh. 
And  white  with  foam  the  whirling  furges  fly  ! — 
The  guns  were  prim'd  ;  the  veflel  northward  veers 
'Till  her  black  battery  on  the  column  bears. 
The  nitre  fir'd  ;  and  while  the  dreadful  found, 
Convuiiive,  Ihook  the  flumbering  air  around. 
The  wat'ry  volume,  trembling  to  the  iky, 
Burft  down  a  dreadful  deluge  from  on  high  1 
Th'  an'righted  furge,  recoiling  as  it  fell. 
Rolling  in  hills  difclos'd  th'  abyfs  of  hell. 

But 
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But  foon,  this  tranfient  undulation  o'er, 
The  fea  tub  fides  ;  the  whirlwinds  rage  no  more. 
While  fouthward  now  th'  increafing  breezes  veer. 
Dark  clouds  incumbent  on  their  wings  appear. 
In  front  they  view  the  confecrated  grove 
Of  cyprefs,  facred  once  to  Cretan  Jove. 
The  thirfty  canvas,  all  around  fupplied. 
Still  drinlcs  unquench*d  the  full  aerial  tide. 
And  now,  approaching  near  the  lofty  ftern, 
A  fhoal  of  fportive  dolphins  they  difcem. 
From  burnifti'd  fcalcs  they  beam  refulgent  rays> 
*Till  all  the  glowing  ocean  feems  to  blaze. 
Soon  to  the  fport  of  death  the  crew  repair. 
Dart  the  long  lance,  or  fpread  the  baited  ihare. 
One  in  redoubling  mazes  wheels  along. 
And  glides,  unhappy  !  near  the  triple  prong. 
Rodmond  unerring  ©""er  his  head  fufpends 
The  barbed  Ileel,  and  every  turn  attends ; 
Unerring  aim'd,  the  miffile  weapon  flew. 
And,  plunging,  ftruck  the  fated  viftim  thro'. 
Th'  upturning  points  his  ponderous  bulk  fuftain  ; 
On  deck  he  llruggles  with  convulsive  pain. 
But  while  his  heart  the  fatal  javelin  thrills. 
And  fl.ning  life  efcapes  in  fanguine  rills. 
What  radiant  changes  ftrike  th'  aflonilh'd  fight ! 
What  glowing  hues  of  mingled  fnade  and  light ! 
Not  equal  beauties  gild  the  lucid  weft. 
With  parting  beams  all  o'er  profofely  dreft. 
Not  lovelier  colours  paint  the  vernal  dawn, 
\\  hen  orient  dews  impearl  th'  enamel'd  lawn, 

P  3  Tham 
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Than  from  his  fides  in  bright  fufFufion  flow. 
That  now  with  gold  empyreal  feem  to  glow ; 
Now  in  pellucid  fapphires  meet  the  view. 
And  emulate  the  foft  celeftial  hue  ; 
Now  beam  a  flaming  crimfon  on  the  eye>; 
And  now  afTume  the  purple's  deeper  dye. 
But  here  defcription  clouds  each  fliining  ray  ; 
What  terms  of  art  can  nature's  powers  difplay  ? 

Now,  while  on  high  the  frefla'ning  gale  fhe  feels. 
The  fhip  beneath  her  lofty  prefl"ure  reels. 
The  auxiliar  fails  that  court  a  gentle  breeze. 
From  their  high  ftations  fink  by  flow  degrees. 
The  watchful  ruler  of  the  helm  no  more. 
With  fix'd  attention,  eyes  th'  adjacent  fhore  ; 
But  by  the  oracle  of  truth  below. 
The  wond'rous  magnet,  guides  the  wayward  prow. 
The  wind,  that  IHII  the  impreffive  canvas  fwell'd. 
Swift  and  more  fwift  the  yielding  bark  impell'd. 
Impatient  thus  flie  glides  along  the  coaft, 
'Till  far  behind  the  hill  of  Jove  is  loft  : 
And  while  aloof  from  Retimo  flie  fleers, 
Malacha's  foreland  full  in  front  appears. 
Wide  o'er  yon  ifthmus  Hands  the  cyprefs- grove 
That  once  enclos'd  the  hallow'd  fane  of' Jove. 
Here  too,  memorial  of  his  name  !  is  found 
A  tomb,  in  marble  ruins  on  the  ground. 
This  gloomy  tyrant,  whofe  triumphant  yoke 
The  trembhng  ftates  around  to  flav'ry  broke. 
Thro'  Greece  for  murder,  rape,  and  inceft  known. 
The  Miifes  rais'd  to  high  Olympus'  throne.— 

For 
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For  oft,  alas  !  their  venal  ftrains  adorn 
The  prince  whom  blufhing  virtue  holds  in  fcom. 
Still  Rome  and  Greece  record  his  endlefs  fame. 
And  hence  yon'  mountain  yet  retains  his  name. 

But  fee  !  in  confluence  borne  before  the  blaft. 
Clouds  roU'd  on  clouds  the  dnfky  noon  o'ercaft  ; 
The  black'ning  ocean  curls  ;  the  winds  arife  ; 
And  the  dark  feud  *  in  fwifi  fucceffion  flies. 
While  the  fwoln  canvas  bends  the  malls  on  high. 
Low  in  the  waves  the  leeward  cannon  lie  -f-. 
The  failors  now,  to  give  the  (hip  relief. 
Reduce  the  topfails  by  a  iingle  reef  |. 
Each  loft)-  yard  with  flacken'd  cordage  reelj. 
Rattle  the  creaking  blocks,  and  ringing  wheels. 
Down  the  tall  mails  the  topfails  fink  amain ; 
And,  foon  redoc'd,  affume  their  poll  again. 

*  Scud  is  a  name  given  by  feamen  to  the  lowed  cloudsv 
which  are  driven  with  great  rapidity  along  the  atmofphere,  in 
fqaaUy  or  tempeftuous  weather. 

f  When  the  wind  crotTes  a  (hip's  coorfe,  cither  dire€t}y  bp 
obliquely  ;  that  fide  of  the  fliip  upon  which  it  aQs,  is  called  thft 
v/eather-fidc  ;  and  the  oppofite  one,  which  is  then  preflcd  down- 
wards, is  called  the  lee  Jide.  Hence  all  the  rigging  and  furni- 
ture of  the  fliip  are,  at  this  time,  diilinguiflied  by  the  fide  on 
v^hich  they  are  fituated  j  as  the  lee- cannon,  the  lee- braces,  the 
weather-braces,  &c. 

%  The  topfails  are  large  fquare  fails  of  the  fecond  degree  in 
height  and  magnitude.  Reefs  are  certain  divifions  or  fpaces  by 
whichthe  principal  fails  are  reduced  when  the  wind  increafes  ; 
and  again  enlarged  proportionably  v,'hen  its  force  abates. 

P  4  More 
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More  diftant  grew  receding  Candia's  ftiore ; 
And  fouthward  of  the  weft  Cape  Spado  bore. 
Four  hours  the  fun  his  high  meridian  throne 
Had  left,  and  o'er  Atlantic  regions  Ihone  ; 
Still  blacker  clouds,  that  all  the  (kies  invade. 
Draw  o'er  his  fuUied  orb  a  difmal  fliade. 
A  fquall  deep-low'ring  blots  the  fouthern  flcy. 
Before  whofe  boifterous  breath  the  waters  fly. 
Its  weight  the  topfails  can  no  more  fuftain. 
Reef  topfails,  reef,  the  boatfwain  calls  again  ! 
The  haliards  *  and  top-bowlines  f  foon  are  gone. 
To  clue-lines  and  reef-tackles  J  next  they  run  : 
The  fliivering  fails  defcend  ;  and  now  they  fquare 
The  yards,  while  ready  failors  mount  in  air. 

*  Haliards  are  either  fingle  ropes  or  tackles,  by  which  the 
falls  are  hoifted  up  and  lowered  when  the  fail  is  to  be  extended  or 
reduced* 

•f-  Bow-lines  are  ropes  Intended  to  keep  the  windward  edge  of 
the  fail  fteady,  and  prevent  it  from  fluking  in  an  unfavourable 
wind. 

J  Clue-lines  are  ropes  ufed  to  trufs  up  the  clues,  or  lower 
corners,  of  the  principal  fails  to  their  refpedlive  yards,  particu- 
larly when  the  fail  is  to  be  clofe  reefed  or  furled. — Reef- tackle* 
are  ropes  employed  to  facilitate  the  operation  of  reefing,  by  con- 
fining the  extremities  of  the  reef  clofe  up  to  the  yard,  fo  that 
the  interval  becomes  flack,  and  Is  therefore  eafily  rolled  up  and 
faftencd  to  tiic  yard  by  the  points  employed  for  this  purpofe. 

The 
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The  weather-earings  and  the  lee  they  paft  *  ; 
The  reefs  enroU'd,  and  every  point  made  faft. 
Their  tafk  above  thus  finifh'd,  they  defcend. 
And  vigilant  th'  approaching  fquall  attend. 
It  comes  refiillefs,  and  with  foaming  fweep 
Upturns  the  whitening  furface  of  the  deep. 
In  fuch  a  tempeft,  borne  to  deeds  of  death. 
The  wayward  Sifters  fcour  the  blafted  heath. 
With  ruin  pregnant~uow  the  clouds  impend. 
And  ftorm  and  catarad  tumultuous  blend. 
Deep  on  her  fide  the  reeling  veflel  lies — 
Brail  up  the  mizen  quick  f  !  the  mafter  cries, 
Man  the  clue-garnets  J  !  let  die  main-lheet  fly  §  !  — 
The  boifterous  fquall  ftill  preffes  from  on  high, 

-•  Earings  are  fmall  cords,  by  which  the  upper  comers  of  the 
principal  fails  ami  alfo  the  ejcrremities  of  the  reefs  are  faAened  to 
the  yard-arms. 

f  The  mizen  is  a  large  &il  of  an  ofolong  fig;Bre  extended  upon 
the  mizen-maft. 

X  Clue-garnets  are  employed  An-  the  fame  parpofes  on  the 
mainfail  and  fore-fail  as  the  due-lines  are  upon  all  other  fquare 
fails.     See  note  J,  p.  216. 

§  It  is  neceflary  in  this  place  to  remark,  that  the  (heets,  which 
are  univerfally  miftaken  by  the  Englifti  poets  and  their  readers 
for  the  fails  tbemfelves,  are  no  other  than  the  ropes  ufed  to  ex- 
tend the  clues,  -or  lower  comers  of  the  fails  to  which  they 
are  attached.  To  the  main-fail  and  fore-fail  there  is  a  flieet  and 
tack  on  each  fide  ;  the  Jatter  of  which  is  a  thick  rope  ferving  to 
confine  the  weather-clue  of  iht  fall  down  to  the  (hip's  fide,  whilJl 
the  former  draws  out  the  lee  clue  or  lower  comer  on  theoppofite 
f:de.     Tacks  are  only  ufed  in  a  fide-wind. 

And 
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Audfwift,  and  fatal  as  the  lightning's  courfe. 

Thro'  the  torn  main-fails  burfts  with  thundering  force. 

While  the  rent  canvas  flutter'd  in  the  wind. 

Still  on  her  flank  the  (looping  bark  inclin'd. — 

Bear  up  the  helm  *  a-weather  !  Rodmoi^d  cries  ; 

Swift,  at  the  word,  the  helm  a-weather  flies. 

The  prow  with  fecret  inflinft  veers  apace  ; 

And  now  the  fore-fail  right  athwart  they  brace  : 

With  equal  Iheets  reftrain'd,  the  bellying  fail 

-Spreads  a  broad  concave  to  the  fweeping  gale. 

While  o'er  the  foam  the  (hip  impetuous  flies, 

Th'  attentive  timoneer  f  the  helm  applies. 

As  in  purfuit  along  th'  aerial  way. 

With  ardent  eye,  the  falcon  marks  his  prey. 

Each  motion  watches  of  the  doubtful  chace. 

Obliquely  wheeling  thro'  the  liquid  fpace  ; 

So,  govern'd  by  the  fleerfman's  glowing  hands. 

The  regent  helm  her  motion  ftill  commands. 

But  now  the  tranflent  fquall  to  leeward  pallj 
Again  (he  rallies  to  the  fuUen  blaft. 
The  helm  to  (larboard  |  turns ;  with  wings  inclin'd 
The  fidelong  canvas  clafps  the  faithlefs  wind. 

*  The  helm  is  faid  to  be  a-weather,  when  the  bar  by  which 
h  is  managed  is  turned  to  the  fide  of  the  fhip  next  the  wind. 

f  Timoneer  (from  timonnier,  Fr.)  tlie  helmfman  or  ileeif- 
man. 

X  The  helm,  being  turned  to  ftarboard,  or  to  the  right  fide  of 
the  fhip,  dire<Ss  the  prow  to  the  left,  or  to  port,  and  vice  verfa. 
Hence  the  helm  being  put  a-ftarboard,  when  the  fhip  is  running 
northward,  directs  her  prow  towards  the  weft. 

The 
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The  mizen  draws  ;  {he  fprings  aloof  once  more. 
While  the  fore  ftay-fail  *  balances  bef&re. 
The  fore-fail  brac'd  obliquely  to  the  wind. 
They  near  the  prow  th'  extended  tack  confin'd  : 
Then  on  the  leeward  iheet  the  feamen  bend. 
And  haul  the  bowline  to  the  bowlprit  end. 
To  topfails  next  they  haile  ;  the  buntlines  gone. 
The  cluelines  thro'  their  wheel'd  machinery  run  : 
On  either  fide  below  the  fheets  are  mann'd  ; 
Again  the  fluttering  fails  their  ikirts  expand. 
Once  more  the  topfails,  tho'  with  humbler  plume. 
Mounting  aloft  their  ancient  poft  refume. 
Again  the  bowlines  and  the  yards  are  brac'd  f  ; 
And  all  th'  entangled  cords  in  order  plac'd. 

The  fail,  by  whirlwinds  thus  fo  lately  rent. 
In  tatter'd  ruins  fluttering  is  unbent. 
With  brails  J  refix'd  another  foon  prepar'd, 
Afcending,  fpreads  along  beneath  the  yard. 

•  This  fail,  which  is  with  more  propriety  called  the  fore 
topmau  ftay-fail,  is  a  triangular  fail  that  runs  upon  the  fore 
topmafl-itay,  over  the  bowfpric.  It  is  ufed  to  command  the 
fore  part  of  the  (hip,  and  counterbalance  the  fails  extended  to- 
wards the  ftern.     See  alfo  the  laft  note  of  this  Canto. 

f  A  yard  is  faid  to  be  braced,  when  it  i^  turned  about  the 
mart  horizontally,  either  to  the  right  or  left :  the  ropes  employed 
in  this  fervice  are  accordingly  called  braces. 

X  The  ropes  ufed  to  trufs  up  a  fail  to  the  yard  or  maft 
whereto  it  is  attached,  are,  in  a  general  fenfe,  called  brails. 

TO 


320  FALCONER'S     POEMS. 

To  each  yard-arm  the  head-rope  *  they  extend. 
And  foon  their  earings  and  the  roebins  f  bend. 
That  taik  perform'd,  they  firft  the  braces  J  flack. 
Then  to  its  ftation  drag  th'  unwilling  tack  ; 
And,  while  the  lee  clue-garnet's  lower'd  away. 
Taught  aft  the  fheet,  they  tally  and  belay  §. 

Now  to  the  north,  from  Afric's  burning  ftiore, 
A  troop  of  porpoifes  their  courfe  explore  : 
In  curling  wreaths  they  gambol  on  the  tide. 
Now  bound  aloft,  now  down  the  billow  glide ; 
Their  tracks  awhile  the  hoary  waves  retain. 
That  burn  in  fparkling  trails  along  the  main. 
Thefe  ileeteft  courfers  of  the  finny  race. 
When  threat'ning  clouds  th'  aetherial  vault  deface. 
Their  route  to.leeward  ftill  fagacious  form. 
To  fliun  the  fury  of  th'  approaching  ftorm. 

Fair  Candia  now  no  more,  beneath  her  lee, 
Prote6ls  the  veflel  from  th'  infulting  fea  : 

*  The  head  rope  is  a  cord  to  which  the  upper  part  of  the  faU 
it  fewcd. 

f  Rope-bands,  pronounced  roebins,  are  fmall  cords,  ufed  t» 
faften  the  upper  edge  of  any  fail  to  its  refpeftive  yard. 

J  Becaufe  the  lee-brace  corfines  the  yard  fo  tliat  the  tack  will- 
not  come  down  to  its  place  til!  the  braces  are  caft  loofe. 

§  Taught  implies  ftiff,  tenfe,  or  extended  flraight  :  and  tally 
Js  a  phrafe  particularly  applied  to  the  operation  of  hauling  aft 
the  ftieets,  or  drawing  them  towards  the  fliip's  ftern.  To  be- 
lay, is  to  faftsn. 

Round 
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Round  her  broad  arms,  impatient  of  controul, 
Rous'd  from  their  fecret  deeps  the  billows  roll. 
Sunk  were  the  bulwarks  of  the  friendly  fhore. 
And  all  the  fcene  an  hoftile  afpect  wore. 
The  flattering  wind,  that  late  with  promis'd  aid 
From  Candia's  bay  ih'  unwilling  fhip  betray'd. 
No  longer  fawns  beneath  the  fair  difguife. 

But  like  a  ruffian  on  his  quarry  flies. 

Tofs'd  on  the  tide  Ihe  feels  the  tempeft  blow. 
And  dreads  the  vengeance  of  fo  fell  a  foe. 
As  the  proud  horfe,  with  coftly  trappings  gay. 
Exulting  prances  to  the  bloody  fray  ; 
Spurning  the  ground,  he  glories  in  his  might. 
But  reels  tumultuous  in  the  fhock  of  fight ; 
Even  fo,  caparifon'd  in  gaudy  pride. 
The  bounding  veffel  dances  on  the  tide. — 
fierce  and  more  fierce  the  fouthern  demon  blew. 
And  more  incens'd  the  roaring  waters  grew. 
The  fliip  no  longer  can  her  topfails  fpread. 
And  every  hope  of  fairer  flties  is  fled. 
Bowlines  and  haiiards  are  relax'd  again ; 
Cluelines  haul'd  down,  and  (heets  let  fly  amain  ; 
Clued-up  each  topfail,  and  by  braces  fquar'd  ; 
The  feamen  climb  aloft  on  either  yard. 
They  furl'd  the  fail,  and  pointed  to  the  wind 
The  yard,  by  rolling-tackles  •  then  confin'd. 

♦  The  rolling-tackle  is  an  afTembbge  cf  puliies,  ufed  to  COB- 
fine  the  yard  to  the  weather-fide  of  the  mad,  and  prevent  the 
former  from  rubbing  againrt  ihe  latter  by  the  flufluating  motion 
of  the  fliip  in  a  turbulent  fea. 

WhUe 
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While  o'er  the  ftiip  the  gallant  boatfwain  flieS> 
Like  a  hoarfe  maftiiF  thro'  the  ftorm  he  cries  : 
Prompt  ,to  diredb  the  un&ilful  ftill  appears  ; 
Th'  expert  he  praifes,  and  the  fearful  cheers. 
Now  fome  to  ftrike  top-gallant  yards  *  attend  ; 
Some  travellers  f  op  the  weather  backftays  i  fend 
At  each  maft-head  the  top-ropes  §  others  bend. 
The  youngeft  failors  from  the  yards  above 
Their  parrels  !|,  lifts ^,  and  braces  foon  remove; 
Then  topt  an^end,  and  to  the  travellers  tied, 
Charg'd  with  their  fails,  they  down  the  backllays  Aide* 

*  It  is  nfual  to  fend  down  the  top  gallant  yards  on  the  ap- 
proach of  a  ftorm.  They  are  the  higheft  yards  that  are  rigged  in 
a  (hip. 

f  Travellers  are  flender  iron  rings,  encircling  the  backftays* 
and  ufed  to  facilitate  the  hoifting  or  lowering  of  the  top-gallant 
yards,  by  confining  them  to  the  backftays,  in  their  afcent  or 
defcent,  fo  as  to  prevent  them  from  fwinging  about  by  the  agi- 
tation of  the  vefTJ, 

j  Backftays  are  long  ropes,  extending  from  the  right  and  left 
fide  of  the  fhip  to  the  topmaft- heads,  which  they  are  intended 
to  fecure,  by  counterafting  the  effort  of  the  wind  upon  the  fails. 

§  Top- ropes  are  the  cords  by  which  the  top- gallant  yards  are 
hoifted  up  from  the  deck,  or  lowered  again  in  ftormy  weather. 

II  The  parrel,  which  is  ufuaily  a  moveable  band  of  rope,  is 
employed  to  confine  the  yard  to  its  refpe(5tive  maft. 

^  Lifts  are  ropes  extending  from  the  head  of  any  maft  to  the 
extremities  of  its  particular  yard,  to  fupport  the  weight  of  the 
latter  j  to  retain  it  in  babnce  ;  or  to  raife  one  yard-arm  higher 
than  the  other,  which  is  accordingly  called  topping. 

The 
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The  yards  fecure  along  the  booms  *  reclin'd ; 
While  feme  the  flying  cords  aloft  confin'd. — 
Their  fails  reduc'd,  and  all  the  rigging  clear. 
Awhile  the  crew  relax  from  toils  levere. 
Awhile  their  fpirits,  with  fatigue  oppreft. 
In  vain  expe^  th*  alternate  hour  of  reft  : 
But  with  redoubling  force  the  tempers  blow,- 
And  watery  hills  in  fell  fuccefilon  flow. 
A  difmal  fhade  o'ercafts  the  frowning  Ikies  ; 
New  troubles  grow  ;  new  diificulties  rife. 
No  feafon  this  from  duty  to  defcend  !  — 
All  hands  on  deck,  th'  eventual  hour  attend. 

His  race  perform'd,  the  facred  lamp  of  day 
Now  dipt  in  weftern  clouds  his  parting  ray. 
His  fick'ning  fires,  half-loft  in  ambient  haze, 
Refradl  along  the  dufk  a  crimfon  blaze  j 
Till  deep  immerg'd  the  languid  orb  declines. 
And  now  to  cheerlefs  night  the  fky  refigns  ! 
Sad  evening's  hour,  how  different  from  the  paft  ! 
No  flaming  pomp,  no  blufhing  glories  caft. 
•  No  ray  of  friendly  light  is  feen  aroimd  ; 
The  moon  and  ftars  in  bopelefs  fhade  are  drown'd. 

The  fhip  no  longer  can  her  courfes  f  bear : 
To  reef  the  courfes  is  the  matter's  care  : 

♦  The  booms  in  this  place  imply  any  mafts  or  yards  lying  on 
the  deck  in  referve,  to  fupply  the  place  of  others  which  may  be 
carried  away  by  diftrefs  of  weather,  Ice. 

f  The  coDries  are  generally  underftood  to  be  the  mainfaii,  fore- 
fall,  and  mizen,  which  are  the  largeft  and  lowcll  fails  on  their 

feveral 
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The  failors  fummon'd  aft,  a  daring  band  ! 

Attend  th'  enfolding  brails  at  his  command. 

But  here  the  doubtful  officers  difpute. 

Till  Mil  and  judgement  prejudice  confute.—— 

Rodmond,  wliofe  genius  never  I'oar'd  beyond 

The  narrow  rules  of  art  his  youth  had  conn'd. 

Still  to  the  hoftile  fury  of  the  wind 

Releas'd  the  ftieet,  and  kept  the  tack  confin'd. 

To  long-tried  pradlice  oblHnately  warm. 

He  doubts  conviction,  and  relies  on  form. 

But  the  fage  mafter  this  advice  declines  ; 

With  whom  Arion  in  opinion  joins. — 

The  watchful  feaman,  whofe  fagacious  eye 

On  fure  experience  may  with  truth  rely. 

Who  from  the  reigning  caufe  foretels  th'  effect. 

This  barbarous  praftice  ever  will  rejeft. 

For,  fluttering  loofe  in  air,  the  rigid  fail 

Soon  flits  to  ruins  in  the  furious  gale; 

And  he  who  ftrives  the  tempell  to  difarm. 

Will  never  firft  embrail  the  lee  yard-arm. 

The  mafter  faid  ; — obedient  to  command. 

To  raife  the  tack,  the  ready  failors  ftand  *.— — 


feveral  mafts  :  the  term  is  however  fometlmcs  taken  in  a  larger 
fenfe. 

*  It  lias  been  remarked  before,  in  note  §,  p.  217,  that  the 
tack  is  always  faftencd  to  windward  :  accordingly  as  foon  as  it  is 
caft  ioofC;  and  the  clue-garnet  hauled  up,  the  weather  clue  of 
t  le  fail  immediately  mounts  to  the  yard  ;  and  this  operation  muft 
be  carefully  performed  in  a  ftorm,  to  prevent  the  fail  from  fplit- 
ting,  or  being  torn  to  pieces  by  Ihivering, 

Gradual 
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Gradual  it  loofens,  while  th'  involving  clue, 
Sweird  by  the  wind,  aloft  unruffling  flew. 
The  llieet  and  weather-brace  they  now  ftand  by  *  ; 
The  lee  clue-garnet  and  the  bunt-lines  ply. 
Thus  all  prepar'd.  Let  go  the  Jheet^  he  cries  ; 
Impetuous  round  the  ringing  wheels  it  flies  ; 
Shivering  at  firft,  till  by  the  blaft  impell'd, 
High  o'er  the  lee  yard-arm  the  canvas  fwell'd  : 
By  fpilling-lines  f  embrac'd,  with  brails  confln'd. 
It  lies  at  length  unfnaken  by  the  wind. 
The  forefail  then  fecur'd,  with  equal  care 
Again  to  reef  the  mainfail  they  repair. — 
While  fome  high-mounted  over- haul  the  tye. 
Below  the  down-haul-tackle  |  others  ply. 
Jfars  §,  lifts,  and  brails,  a  feaman  each  attends. 
Along  the  maft  the  willing  yard  defcends. 

*  It  is  necefTary  to  pull  in  the  weather  brace  whene\'er  the 
fl-.eet  is  caft  off,  to  prcfervc  the  fail  from  (baking  violently. 

f  The  fpilling-lines,  which  are  oniy  ufed  on  particular  occa- 
fions  in  tempeftuous  weather,  are  employed  to  draw  together  and 
connne  the  beily  of  the  fail,  when  it  is  inflated  by  the  wind 
over  the  yard. 

X  The  violence  of  the  wind  forces  the  yard  fo  much  outward 
from  the  maft  on  thefe  occafions,  that  it  cannot  eafily  be  lowered 
fo  as  to  reef  tlie  fail,  without  the  application  of  a  tackle  to  haul 
it  down  on  the  maft.     This  is  afterwards  converted  into  rolling. 

lie.     Seenote*,  p.  221. 

;;  Jears  are  tlie  fame  to  ihe  mainfail,  foiefiil,  and  mizen,  as 
the  haliards  fnote  ^,  p.  216.)  are  to  all  the  inferior  fails.  The 
tye  is  the  upper  part  of  the  jears. 

Vol.  LXVII.  (i.  When 


When  lower'd  fufficjcnt  they  fecurely  brace  ; 

And  fix  the  roiling -tackle  in  its  place  ; 

The  reef-lines  *  and  their  earings  now  prepar'd. 

Mounting  on  pHant  ftirouds  f ,  they  man  the  yard'. 

Far  on  th'  extremes  two  able  hands  appear, 

Arion  there,  the  hardy  boatfwain  here ; 

That  in  the  van  to  front  the  tempeft  hung  ; 

This  round  the  lee  yard-arm,  ill-omen 'd  !  clung.' 

Each  earing  to  its  ftation  firft  they  bend  ; 

The  reef-band  J  then  along  the  yard  extend ; 

The  circling  earings,  round  th'  extremes  entwin'd. 

By  outer  and  by  inner  tarns  §  they  bind. 

From  hand  to  hand,  the  reef-lines,  next  receiv'd. 

Thro'  eye-let  holes  and  roebin-legs  were  reev'd. 

*  Reef-lines  are  only  uftd  to  reef  tlie  mainfall  and  forefaiK 
They  are  pafTed  In  fpiral  turns  through  the  eye-let  holes  of  the 
reef,  and  over  the  head  of  the  fails  between  the  rope-band  legs, 
till  they  reach  the  extremities  of  the  reef,  to  which  they  are  firmly 
extended,  fo  as  to  lace  the  reef  clofe  up  to  the  yard. 

f  Shrouds  are  thick  ropes,  ftretchlng  from  the  maft-heads 
downwards  to  the  outfide  of  the  ftiip,  ferving  to  fnpport  the 
tnafts.  They  are  alfo  ufed  as  a  range  of  rope-ladders  by  which 
the  Teamen  afcend  or  defcend,  to  perform  whatever  is  neceflary 
about  the  fails  and  rigging. 

J  The  reef-b^nd  is  a  lonj  piece  of  canvas  fewed  acrofs  the  failj 
to  llrengthen  the  canvas  in  the  place  where  the  eye-let  holes  of 
the  reef  are  formed. 

§  The  outer  turns  of  the  earing  ferve  to  extend  the  fail  along 
.the  yard ;  and  the  inner  turns  are  employed  to  confine  its  hcad- 
rcpe  clofe  to  its  furfaee.     See  note  J,  p.  »2o. 

The 
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"he  reef  in  double  folds  involv'd  they  lay  ; 
cj train  the  firm  cord,  and  either  end  belay. 

Hadit  thou,  Arion  !  held  the  leeward  poft. 
While  on  the  yard  by  mountain  billows  toft. 
Perhaps  Oblivion  o'er  our  tragic  tale 
Had  then  for  ever  drawn  her  doiky  veil.— — — 
But  ruling  heaven  prolong'd  thy  vital  date. 
Severer  ills  to  fuiFer  and  relate  ! 

For,  while  their  orders  thofe  aloft  attend, 
i  o  furl  the  mainfail,  or  on  deck  defcend, 
\  fea*,  up-furging  with  tremendous  roll, 
i  o  inftant  ruin  feems  to  doom  the  whole. 
O  friends,  fecure  your  hold  !  Arion  cries  : — 
It  comes  all-dreadful,  ftooping  from  the  ikies  1 
Uplifted  on  its  horrid  edge,  Ihe  feels 
The  ihock,  and  on  her  fide  half-bury'd  reels  : 
The  fail,  half-bury'd  in  the  whelming  wave,  • 
A  fearful  warning  to  the  fcamen  gave : 
While  from  its  margin,  terrible  to  tell  ! 
Three  failors  with  their  gallant  boatfwain  fell. 
Torn  with  refiftlefs  fury  from  their  hold. 
In  vain  their  llrugghng  arms  the  yard  infold  ; 
In  vain  to  grapple  flying  cords  they  try  ; 
The  cords,  alas  !  a  folid'  gripe  deny  ! 
Prone  on  the  midnight  furge,  v/ith  panting  breath 
They  cry  for  aid,  and  long  contend  with  death. 

*  A  fea  is  the  general  name  given  by  fallors  to  a  fingle  wave 
r  billow:  hence  when  a  wave  burfts  over  the  deck,  the  veflel 
.  faid  to  have  fhipped  a  fea. 

0,2  High 
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High  o'er  their  heads  the  rolling  billows  fweep  ;■ 
And  down  they  fink  in-  everlafling  fleep. — 
JBereft  of  power  to  help,  their  comrades  fee 
The  wretched  victims  die  beneath  the  lee  ; 
With  fruitlefs  forrow  their  loft  ftate  bemoan  ; 
Perhaps  a  fatal  prelude  to  their  own  ! 

In  dark  fufpence  on  deck  the  pilots  ftand. 
Nor  can  determine  on  the  next  command. 
Tho'  ftill  they  knew  the  veffel's  armed  fide 
Impenetrable  to  the  clafping  tide  ; 
Tho'  ftill  the  waters  by  no  fecrct  wound 
A  paffage  to  her  deep  receffes  found  ; 
Surrounding  evils  yet  they  ponder  o'er, 
A  ftorm,  a  dangerous  Tea,  and  leeward  Ihore  ! 
Should  they,  tho'  reef 'd,  again  their  fails  extend". 
Again  in  fluttering  fragments  they  may  rend  ; 
Or  fhould  they  ftand,  beneath  the  dreadful  ftrain 
The  down-preft  ftiip  may  nevei  rife  again  j 
Too  late  to  weather  *  now  Morea's  land. 
Yet  verging  faft  to  Atherys'  rocky  ftrand.— 
Thu5  they  lament  the  confequence  fevere. 
Where  perils  unallay'd  by  hope  appear. 
Long  in  their  minds  revolving  each  event. 
At  laft  to  furl  the  courfes  they  confent. 
That  done,  to  reef  the  misxn  next  agree. 
And  try  f  beneath  it,  fidelong  in  the  fea. 

*  To  weather  a  fiiore,  is  to  pafs  to  the  windward  of  U,  wKich 
at  this  time  is  prevented  by  the  violence  of  the  ftorm. 

-J-  To  try,  is  to  lay  the  (hip  with  her  fide  nearly  in  the  direc- 
tion of  the  wind  and  fea,  with  the  head  fomewhat  inclined  to 

the 
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Now  down  the  maft  the  floping  yard  declin'd. 
Till  by  the  jeers  and  topping-lift  •  confin'd. 
The  head,  with  doubling  canvas  fenc'd  around. 
In  balance,  near  the  lofty  peek,  they  bound. 
The  reef  emvrapt,  th'  inferted  knittles  ty'd. 
To  hoift  the  fhorten'd  fail  again  they  hied. 
The  order  given,  the  yard  aloft  they  fway'd  ; 
The  brails  relax'd,  th'  extended  flieet  belay'd. 
The  helm  its  po&  forfook,  and,  lalh'd  a-lee  f , 
Inclin'd  the  wayward  prow  to  front  the  fea. 

When  facred  Orpheus,  on  the  Stj'gian  coaft. 
With  notes  divine  implor'd  his  confort  loft  ; 
The*  round  him  perils  grew  in  fell  array. 
And  fates  and  furies  ftood  to  bar  his  way  ; 
Not  mere  advent'rous  was  th'  attempt  to  move 
The  powers  of  hell  with  ftrains  of  heavenly  love. 
Than  mine  to  bid  th'  unwilling  mufe  explore 
The  wildemefs  of  mde  mechanic  lore. 

the  windward ;  the  helm  being  laid  a-lee  to  retain  her  in  that 
pofuion.  See  a  further  illuftration  of  tliis  in  the  latl  note  of  this 
Canto. 

*  The  topping-lift,  which  tops  the  upper  end  of  the  mlzen- 
yard  (fee  note  ^,  p.  222.).  This  line  and  the  fix  following  de- 
fcribe  the  operation  of  reefing  and  balancing  the  mizen.  The 
reef  of  this  fail  is  towards  the  lower  end,  the  knittles  being  fmall 
fliort  lines  ufed  in  the  room  of  points  for  this  purpofe  [fee  note  Jt 
p.  215.  and  X  216.) :  they  are  accordingly  knotted  under  the  foot- 
rope,  or  lower  edge  of  the  fall. 

t  Lafhcd  a-lee,  is  faftencd  to  the  Ice  fide.  See  note  f , 
p.  .15. 

0^3  Such 
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Such  toil  th'  unwearied  Daedalus  endur'd. 

When  in  the  Cretan  labyrinth  immur'd ; 

Till  Art  her  falutary  help  beftow'd. 

To  guide  him  through  that  intricate  abode. 

Thus,  long  entangled  in  a  thorny  way. 

That  never  heard  the  fweet  Pierian  lay. 

The  mufe,  that  tun'd  to  barbarous  founds  her  firing. 

Now  fpreads  like  Daedalus  a  bolder  wing  ; 

The  verfe  begins  in  fofter  ftrains  to  flow. 

Replete  with  fad  variety  of  woe. 

As  yet  amid  this  elemental  war. 
That  fcatters  defolation  from  afar. 
Nor  toil,  nor  hazard,  nor  diftrefs  appear 
To  fink  the  feamen  with  unmanly  fear. 
Tho'  their  firm  hearts  no  pageant  honour  boail. 
They  fcorn  the  wretch  that  trerables  in  his  poll ; 
Who  from  the  face  of  danger  llrives  to  turn. 
Indignant  from  the  focial  hoar  they  fpurn. 
Tho'  now  full  oft  they  felt  the  raging  tide 
In  proud  rebellion  climb  the  vefTel's  fide. 
No  future  ills  unknown  their  fouls  appall ; 
They  know  no  danger,  or  they  fcorn  it  all ! 
Bat  ev'n  the  generous  fpirits  of  the  brave, 
Subdu'd  by  toil,  a  friendly  refpite  crave ; 
A  fhort  repofe  alone  their  thoughts  implore. 
Their  harrafs'd  powers  by  /lumber  to  reflore. 

Far  other  cares  the  mailer's  mind  employ  ; 
Approaching  perils  all  his  hopes  deflroy. 
In  vain  he  fpreads  the  graduated  chart. 
And  bounds  the  dillance  by  the  rules  of  art ; 

In 
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Jn  vain  athwart  the  mimic  feas  expands 

The  compafies  to  circumjacent  lands. 

Ungrateful  talk  !   for  no  alylum  trac'd, 

A  palTage  open'd  from  the  wat'ry  wafte. 

Fate  feem'd  to  guard,  with  adamantine  moand. 

The  path  to  every  friendly  port  around. 

While  Albert  thus,  with  fecret  doubts  difmay'd. 

The  geometric  dillances  furvey'd. 

On  deck  the  watchful  Rodmond  cries  aloud. 

Secure  your  lives^ — grafp  every  man  a  Ihroud  !  — 

Rous'd  from  his  trance  he  mounts  with  eyes  aghaft  ; 

When  o'er  the  (hip,  in  undulation  vail, 

A  giant  furge  down-rufhes  from  on  high> 

And  fore  and  aft  diffever'd  ruins  lie. — 

As  when,  Britannia's  empire  to  maintain. 

Great  Hawke  defcends  in  thunder  oft  the  main  ; 

Around  the  brazen  voice  of  battle  roars. 

And  fatal  lightnings  blall  the  holHle  fliores  ; 

Beneath  the  llorm  their  fnatter'd  navies  groan. 

The  trembling  deeps  recoil  from  zone  to  zone  : 

Thus  the  torn  vefTel  felt  th'  enormous  ftroke  ; 

The  boats  beneath  the  thundering  deluge  broke  ; 

f  orth-ftarted  from  their  planks  the  burlling  ringSj 

Th'  extended  cordage  all  afunder  fp rings. 

The  pilot's  fair  machinery  ftrews  the  deck. 

And  cards  and  needles  fwim  in  floating  wreck. 

The  balanc'd  m'lten,  rending  to  the  head. 

In  ftreaming  ruins  from  the  margin  fled. 

The  fides  convulfive  (hook  on  groaning  beams. 

And  rent  with  labour,  yawn'd  the  pitchy  feams. 

0^4  They 
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They  found  the  well  *,  and  terrible  to  hear  ! 

Five  feet  immers'd  along  the  line  appear. 

At  either  pump  they  ply  the  clanking  brake  f , 

And  turn  by  turn  th'  ungrateful  office  take. 

Rodmond,  Arion,  and  Palemon,  here. 

At  this  fad  tafk,  all  diligent  appear. 

As  fome  fair  caftle,  fhook  by  rude  alarms, 

Oppofes  long  th'  approach  of  hoftile  arms  ; 

Grim  war  around  her  plants  his  black  array. 

And  death  and  forrow  mark  his  horrid  way ; 

Till  in  fome  deftin'd  hour,  againft  her  wall 

In  tenfold  rage  the  fatal  thunders  fall ; 

The  ramparts  crack,  the  folid  bulwarks  rend ; 
And  hoftile  troops  the  Ihatter'd  breach  afcend  ; 

Her  valiant  inmates  ftill  the  foe  retard, 

Refolv'd  till  death  their  facred  charge  to  guard : 

So  the  brave  mariners  their  pumps  attend. 

And  help  inceflant  by  rotation  lend ; 

But  all  in  vain, — for  now  the  founding  cord, 

Updrawn,  an  undiminifh'd  depth  explor'd. 

Nor  this  fevere  diftrefs  is  found  alone  ; 

The  ribs  oppreft  by  ponderous  cannon  groan. — 

Deep  rolling  from  the  wat'ry  volume's  height. 

The  tortur'd  fides  feem  burfting  with  their  weight. 

*  The  well  is  an  apartment  in  the  ftiip's  hold,  ferving  to  in- 
clofe  the  pumps.  It  is  founded  by  dropping  a  meafured  iron  rod 
down  into  it  by  a  long  line.  Hence  the  increafe  or  diminution 
of  the  leaks  are  eafily  difcovered. 

-{•  The  brake  is  the  lever  or  liandle  of  the  pump,  by  which  it 

1$  wrought. 

So 
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So  reels  Peiorus,  with  convulfive  throes. 
When  in  his  veins  the  burning  earthquake  glows  ; 
Hoarfe  thro'  his  entrails  roars  th'  infernal  flame. 
And  central  thunders  rend  his  groaning  frame- 
Accumulated  mifchiefs  thus  arife. 
And  Fate  vindiflive  all  their  fkill  defies. 
One  only  remedy  the  feafon  gave  ; 
To  plunge  the  nerves  of  battle  in  the  wave  : 
From  their  high  platforms  thus  th'  artillery  thrown, 
Eas'd  of  their  lead,  the  timbers  lefs  (hall  groan ; 
But  arduous  is  the  tafk  their  lot  requires  ; 
A  taCc  that  hovering  Fate  alone  infpires  ! 
For,  while  intent  the  yawning  declzs  to  eafe. 
That  ever  and  anon  are  drench 'd  with  feas. 
Some  fatal  billow,  with  recoiling  fweep. 
May  whirl  the  helplefs  wretches  in  the  deep. 

No  feafon  this  for  counfel  or  delay  ! 
Too  foon  th'  eventful  moments  hafte  away  ! 
Here  periVverance,  with  each  help  of  art, 
Muft  join  the  boldeft  efforts  of  the  heart. 
Thefe  only  now  their  mifery  can  relieve  ; 
Thefe  only  now  a  dawn  of  fafety  give  !  — 
\\'hile  o'er  the  quivering  deck,  from  van  to  rear, 
firoad  furges  roll  in  terrible  career, 
Rodmond,  Arion,  and  a  chofen  crew, 
This  office  in  the  face  of  death  purfue. 
The  wheel'd  artillery  o'er  the  deck  to  guide, 
Sodmond  defcending  claim'd  the  weather-fide. 
Fearlefs  of  heart  the  chief  his  orders  gave  ; 
Fronting  the  rude  aflaults  of  every  wave. 

Like 
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Like  fome  ftrong  watch-  tower  nodding  o'er  the  deepj 
Whofe  rocky  bafe  the  foaming  waters  fweep, 
Untam'd  he  flood  ;  the  flern  aerial  war 

Had  mark'd  his  honeft  face  with  many  a  fear 

Meanwhile  Arion,  traverfing  the  waifl  *,  "S 

The  cordage  of  the  leeward  guns  unbrJc'd,  > 

And  pointed  crows  beneath  the  metal  plac'd.  J 

Watching  the  roll,  their  forelocks  they  withdrew. 
And  from  their  beds  the  reeling  cannon  threw. 
Then,  from  the  windward  battlements  unbound, 
Rodmond's  affociates  wheel  th'  artillery  round  ; 
Pointed  with  iron  fangs,  their  bars  beguile 
The  ponderous  arms  acrofs  the  fteep  defile  ;  . 
Then,  hurl'd  from  founding  hinges  o'er  the  fidc> 
Thundering  they  plunge  into  the  fiafhing  tide. 

The  fhip  thus  eas'd,  fome  little  refpite  iinds. 
In  this  rude  conflidl  of  the  feas  and  winds. 
Such  eafe  Alcides  felt,  when,  clogg'd  with  gore, 
Th'  envenom'd  mantle  from  his  fide  he  tore  ; 
When,  ftung  with  burning  pain,  he  drove,  too  late, 
To  Hop  the  fwift  career  of  cruel  fate. 
Yet  then  his  heart  one  ray  of  hope  procured. 
Sad  harbinger  of  fevenfold  pangs  endur'd  ! 
Such,  and  fo  fhort,  the  paufe  of  woe  fiie  found  !  — 
Cimmerian  darknefs  lliades  the  deep  around, 

*  The  waift  of  a  flilp  of  this  kind  is  an  IkjIIow  fpace,  of 
about  five  feet  in  depth,  contained  between  the  elevations  of  the 
quarter-deck  and  forecaftle,  and  having  the  upper  deck  for  its 
bafe,  or  platform. 

Save 
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Save  when  the  lightnings  gleaming  on  the  fight, 
Flafh  thro'  the  gloom  a  pale  dilaiirous  light. 
Above  all  jether,  fraught  witJi  fcenes  of  woe. 
With  grim  deftruSion  threatens  all  below. 
Beneath  the  ftorm-lafh'd  furges  furious  rife. 
And  wave  uproU'd  on  wave  allails  the  fides  ; 
With  ever-floating  bulwarks   they  furround 
The  inip,  half  fwallow'd  in  the  black  profound  ! 
With  ceafelefs  hazard  and  fatigue  oppreft, 
Difmay  and  anguifh  every  heart  pofTeft  ; 
For,  while  with  boundlefs  inundation  o'er 
The  fea-beat  Ihip  th'  involving  waters  roar, 
Difplac'd  beneath  by  her  capacious  womb. 
They  rage  their  ancient  flation  to  refume  ; 
By  fecret  ambufhes,  their  force  to  prove. 
Thro'  many  a  winding  channel  firft  they  rove  ; 
Till,  gathering  fury,  like  the  fever'd  blood, 
-Thro'  her  dark  veins  they  roll  a  rapid  flood. 
While  unrelenting  thus  the  leaks  they  found. 
The  pumps  with  ever-clanking  ftrokes  refound. 
Around  each  leaping  valve,  by  toil  fubdu'd. 
The  tough  bull-hide  muft  ever  be  renew'd. 
'i  heir  finking  hearts  unufual  horrors  chill ; 
And  down  their  weary  limbs  thick  dews  dillil. 
No  ray  of  light  their  dying  hope  redeems  ! 
Pregnant  with  fome  new  w  oe  each  moment  teems  I 

Again  the  chief  th'  inllruclive  draught  extends. 
And  o'er  the  figur'd  plane  attentive-  bends  ; 
To  him  the  motion  of  each  orb  was  known. 
That  wheels  around  the  fun's  refulgent  throne  : 

But 
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But  here,  alas !  his  fcience  nought  avails  1 

Art  droops  unequal,  and  experience  fails. 

The  different  traverfes,  fince  twilight  made. 

He  on  the  hydrographic  circle  laid  ; 

Then  the  broad  angle  of  lee-way  *  explbr'd. 

As  fwept  acrofs  the  graduated  chord. 

Her  place  difcover'd  by  the  rules  of  art, 

Unufual  terrors  fhook  the  mailer's  heart ; 

When  Falconera's  rugged  ifle  he  found 

Within  her  drift,  with  {helves  and  breakers  bound  ; 

For  if  on  thofc  deftruftive  {hallows  toft. 

The  helplefs  bark  with  all  her  crew  are  loft  : 

As  fatal  Itili  appears,  that  danger  o'er. 

The  fteep  St.  George,  and  rocky  Gardalor. 

With  him  the  pilots  of  their  hopelefs  ftate 

In  mournful  ccnfultation  now  debate. 

Not  more  perplexing  doubts  her  chiefs  appall^ 

When  fome  proud  city  verges  to  her  fall ; 

While  ruin  glares  around,  and  pale  affright 

Convenes  her  councils  in  the  dead  of  night — 

No  blazon'd  trophies  o'er  their  concave  fpread. 

Nor  ftoried  pillars  rais'd  aloft  the  head : 

But  here  the  queen  of  {hade  around  them  threw 

Her  dragon-wing,  difaftrous  to  the  view  \ 

Dire  was  the  fcene,  with  whirlwind,  hail  and  {hower  i 

Black  melancholy  rul'd  the  fearful  hour  ! 

^■-  The  lee-way,  or  diift,  which  in  this  place  are  fynonymous 
terms,  is  the  movement  by  which  a  (hip  is  driven  fideways  at 
the  mercy  of  the  wind  and  fca,  when  fhe  is  deprived  of  the  go- 
vernment of  the  fails  and  helm. 

Beneath 
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Beneath  tremendous  roU'd  the  flafliing  tide. 
Where  fate  on  every  billow  feem'd  to  ride — 
Inclos'd  with  ills,  by  peril  unfubdu'd. 
Great  in  dillrefs  the  mafter-leanian  flood  : 
Skill'd  to  command  ;  deliberate  to  advife  ;- 
Expert  in  aftion  j  and  in  council  wife  ; 
Thus  to  his  partners,  by  the  crew  unheard. 
The  diftates  of  his  foul  the  chief  referr'd  : 

Ye  faithful  mates,  who  all  my  trouble  fliare, 
Approv'd  companions  of  your  mafter's  care  I 
To  you,  alas  I  'twere  fruitlefs  now  to  tell 
Our  fad  diftrefs,  already  known  too  well ! 
This  morn  with  favouring  gales  the  port  we  left, 
Tho'  now  of  every  flattering  hope  bereft : 
No  fkill  nor  long  experience  could  forecaft 
Th'  unfeen  approach  of  this  deftruftive  blaft, 
Thefe  feas,  where  ftorms  at  various  feafons  blow. 
No  reigning  winds  nor  certain  omens  know. 
The  hour,  th'  occafion  all  your  Ikill  demands; 
A  leaky  ihip  embay'd  by  dangerous  lands. 
Our  bark  no  tranfient  jeopardy  furrounds  ; 
Groaning  {he  lies  beneath  unnumber'd  wounds, 
'Tis  ours  the  doubtful  remedy  to  find ; 
To  ftiun  the  fury  of  the  feas  and  wind. 
For  in  this  hollow  fvvell,  with  labour  fore. 
Her  flank  can  bear  the  burlHng  floods  no  more  z. 
Yet  this  or  other  ills  flie  mufi  endure ; 
A  dire  difeafe,  and  defperate  is  the  cure  ! 
Thus  two  expedients  ofFer'd  to  your  choice. 
Alone  require  your  counfcl  and  your  voice. 

Thefs 
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Thefe  only  in  our  power  are  left  to  try ; 

To  perifh  here,  or  from  the  ftorm  to  fly. 

The  doubtful  balance  in  my  judgment  caft. 

For  various  reafons  I  prefer  the  laft. 

* Tis  true,  the  veflel  and  her  coftly  freight. 

To  me  confign'd,  my  orders  only  wait ; 

Yet,  fmce  the  charge  of  every  life  is  mine. 

To  equal  votes  our  counfels  I  relign ; 

Forbid  it,  heaven,  that,  in  this  dreadful  hour, 

I  claim  the  dangerous  reins  of  purblind  power  ! 

But  fhould  we  now  refolve  to  bear  away. 

Our  hoplefs  ftate  can  fufFer  no  delay. 

Nor  can  we,  thus  bereft  of  every  fail. 

Attempt  to  fteer  obliquely  on  the  gale. 

For  then,  if  broaching  fideward  to  the  fea. 

Our  dropfy'd  fhip  may  founder  by  the  lee  ; 

No  more  obedient  to  the  pilot's  power, 

Th'  o'erwhelmirsg  wave  may  foon  her  frame  devour. 

He  faid ;  the  liftening  mates  with  fix'd  regard. 
And  filent  reverence,  his  opinion  heard. 
Important  was  the   queliion  in  debate. 
And  o'er  their  counfels  hung  impending  fate. 
Rodmond,  in  many  a  fcene  of  peril  try'd. 
Had  oft  the  mailer's  Happier  fkill  defcry'd. 
Yet  now,  the  hour,  the  fcene,  th'  occafion  known. 
Perhaps  with  equal  right  preferr'd  his  own. 
Of  long  experience  in  the  naval  art. 
Blunt  was  his  fpeech,  and  naked  was  his  heart ; 
Alike  to  him  each  climate  and  each  blail  j 
The  firft  in  danger,  in  retreat  the  laft  : 

Sagacious 
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Sagacious  balancing  th'  oppos'd  events. 
From  Albert  hib  opinion  thus  dLnents. 

Too  true  the  perils  of  the  prdent  hour. 
Where  toils  exceeding  toils  oar  ilrerigth  o'erpower  I 
Yet  whither  can  we  turn,  what  road  purfue. 
With  death  before  ftill  opening  on  the  view  ? 
Our  bark,  'tis  true,  no  (helter  here  can  find. 
Sore  fhatter'd  by  the  ruffian  feas  and  wind. 
Yet  with  what  hope  of  refuge  can  we  flee, 
Chac'd  by  this  tempeft  and  outrageous  fea  ? 
For  while  its  violence  the  tempeft  keeps. 
Bereft  of  ever)'  fail  we  roam  the  deeps  : 
At  random  driven,  to  prefent  death  we  hafte  ; 
And  one  ftiort  hour  perhaps  may  be  our  laft. 
In  vain  the  gulph  of  Corinth  on  our  lee. 
Now  opens  to  her  ports  a  paflage  free ; 
Since,  if  before  the  blaft  the  veiTel  flics. 
Full  in  her  track  unnumber'd  dangers  rife. 
Here  Falccnera  fpreads  her  lurking  fnares  ; 
There  diftant  Greece  her  rugged  flielfs  prepares. 
Should  once  her  bottom  firike  that  rocky  fliore. 
The  fpHtting  bark  that  inftanl  were  no  more  j 
Ncr  iht  alone,  but  with  her  all  the  crew 
Beyond  relief  were  doom'd  to  perifti  too. 
Thus  if  to  feud  too  raflily  we  confent. 
Too  late  in  fatal  hour  we  may  repent. 
Then  of  our  purpofe  this  appears  the  fcope. 
To  weigh  the  danger  with  the  doubtful  hope. 
Though  forely  buifetted  by  every  fea. 
Our  hull  unbroken  long  may  try  a-lee. 

Ths 
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The  crew,  tho'  harrafs'd  long  with  toils  fevere. 
Still  at  their  pumps  perceive  no  hazards  near. 
Shall  we,  incautious,  then  the  danger  tell. 
At  once  their  courage  and  their  hope  to  quell  ? 
Prudence  forbids  I — This  fouthern  tempelt  foon 
May  change  its  quarter  with  the  changing  moon. 
Its  rage,  tho'  terrible,  may  foon  fubfide. 
Nor  into  mountains  lalh  th'  unruly  tide. 
Thefe  leaks  fhall  then  decreafe ;  the  fails  once  more 
Diredt  our  courfe  to  fome  relieving  fhore. — 

Thus  while  he  fpoke,  around  from  man  to  man 
At  either  pump  a  hollow  murmur  ran. 
For  while  the  veiTtl,  thro'  unnumbcr'd  chinks. 
Above,  below,  th'  invading  waters  drinks. 
Sounding  her  depth,  they  ey'd  the  wetted  fcale. 
And  lo  !  the  leaks  o'er  all  their  powers  prevail. 
Yet  in  their  poft,  by  terrors  unfubdu'd. 
They  with  redoubling  force  their  tafk  purfu'd. 

And  now  the  fenior  pilot  feem'd  to  wait 
Arion's  voice  to  clofe  the  dark  debate. 
Tho'  many  a  bitter  ftorm,  with  peril  fraught,  T 

In  Neptune's  fchool  the  wandering  ftripling  taught,    > 
Not  twice  nine  fummers  yet  matur'd  his  thought.      J 
So  oft  he  bled  by  fortune's  cruel  dart. 
It  fell  at  laft  innoxious  on  his  heart. 
His  mind  ilill  fliunning  care  with  fecret  hate. 
In  patient  indolence  refign'd  to  fate. 
But  now  the  honors  that  around  him  roll, 
Thus  rous'd  to  aftion  his  rekindling  foul. 

With 
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With  fix'd  attention,  pondering  in  my  mind 
The  dark  diftreffes  on  each  lide  combin'd  ; 
While  here  we  linger  in  the  pafs  of  fate, 
I  fee  no  moment  left  for  fad  debate. 
For,  fome  decifion  if  we  wifli  to  form. 
Ere  yet  our  veffel  fink  beneath  the  florm. 
Her  ftiatter'd  ftate  and  yon  defponding  crew 
At  once  fiiggeft  what  meafures  to  purfue. 
The  labouring  hull  already  feems  half  fill'd 
With  waters  thro'  an  hundred  leaks  diftill'd ; 
As  in- a  dropfy,  wallowing  with  her  freight, 
Half-drown'd  4he  lies,  a  dead  inafti\  e  weight ! 
Thus,  drench'd  by  every  wave,  her  riven  deck, 
Stript  and  defencelefs,  floats  a  naked  wreck  ; 
Her  wounded  flanks  no  longer  can  fuftain 
Thefe  fell  invafions  of  the  buriHng  main. 
At  every  pitch,  th'  o'erwhelmlng  billows  bend 
Beneath  their  load,  the  quivering  bowfprit-er.d. 
A  fearful  warning  1  fince  the  mails  on  high 
On  that  fupport  with  trembling  hope  rely. 
At  either  pump  our  feamen  pant  for  breath. 
In  dark  difmay  anticipating  death. 
Still  all  our  powers  th'  increafing  leaks  defy  : 
We  fink  at  fea,  no  ftiore,  no  haven  nigh. 
One  dawn  of  hope  yet  breaks  athwart  the  glooiii. 
To  light  and  fave  us  from  the  wat'ry  tomb. 
That  bids  us  fliun  the  death  impending  here  ; 
Fly  from  the  tollowing  blaft,  and  fnoreward  ftecr.     ■ 
*Tis  urg'd  indeed,  the  fury  of  the  gale 
Precludes  the  help  of  every  guiding  fail ; 

Vol.  LXYU.  K    -  And 
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/ind  driven  before  it  on  the  wat'ry-wafte. 
To  rocky  Ihores  and  fcenes  of  death  we  ha/te» 
But  haply  Falconera  we  may  fhunj 
And  far  to  Grecian  coafts  is  yet  the  run  : 
Lefs  harrafs'd  then,  our  feudding  Ihip  may  beay; 
Th'  affaulting  furge  repell'd  upon  her  rear  j 
Ev'n  then  the  wearied  ftorn>  as  foon  fhall  die. 
Or  lefs  torment  the  groaning  pines  on  high. 
Should  we  at  laft  be  driven  by  dire  decree 
Too  near  the  fatal  margin  of  the  fea. 
The  hull  difmafted  there  awhile  may  ride, 
"With  lengthen'd  cables,  on  the  raging  tide> 
Perhaps  kind  heaven,  with  interpoiing  power. 
May  curb  the  teiiipeft  ere  that  dreadful  hour. 
But  here  ingulf 'd  and  foundering  while  we  ftay,- 
i'ate  hovers  o'er  and  marks  us  for  her  prey. 

He  faid  ; — Palemon  faw,  with  grief  of  heart,-. 
The  ftorm  prevailing  o'er  the  pilot's  art ; 
In  lilent  terror  and  diftrefs  involv'd. 
He  heard  their  laft  alternative  refolv'd. 
High  beat  his  bofom  ;  with  fuch  fear  fubdu'd,- 
Beneath  the  gloom  of  fome  enchanted  v.'ood. 
Oft  in  old  time  the  wandering  fwain  explor'd 
The  midnight  wizards,  breathing  rites  abhorr'd  ; 
Trembling  approach'd  their  incantations  fell. 
And,  chill'd  with  horror,  heard  the  fongs  of  iiell. 
Arion  faw,  with  fecret  anguifli  mov'd. 
The  deep  afflidlion  of  the  friend  he  lov'd  j 
And,  all  awake  to  friendlhip's  genjal  heat, 
JHis  bofoni  fi.t  cont'uting  tumults  beat. 


Alas 
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Alas !  no  feafon  this  for  tender  love ; 
Far  hence  the  mufic  of  the  myrtle  grove  !  — 
With  comfort's  foothing  voice,  from  hope  derived, 
Palemon's  drooping  fpirit  he  reviv'd. 
For  confolation,  oft  with  healing  art, 
Rctunes  the  jarring  numbers  of  the  heart.— 
Now  had  the  pilots  all  th'  events  revolv'd. 
And  on  their  final  refuge  thus  refolv'd  ; 
When,  like  the  faithful  fhepherd,  who  beholds 
Some  prowling  wolf  approach  his  fleecy  folds ; 
To  the  brave  crew,  whom  racking  doubts  perplex. 
The  dreadful  purpofe  Albert  thus  direfts  : 

Unhappy  partners  in  a  wayward  fate  ! 
Whofe  gallant  fpirits  now  are  known  too  late ; 
Ye  !  who  unmov'd  behold  this  angry  ftorm 
V^'ith  terrors  all  the  rolling  deep  deform  ; 
Who,  patient  in  adverfity,  ftill  bear 
The  firmeft  front  when  greateft  ills  are  near  ! 
The  truth  tho'  grievous  1  muft  now  reveal. 
That  long  in  vain  I  purpos'd  to  conceal. 
Ingulf 'd,  all  helps  of  art  we  vainly  try. 
To  weather  leeward  fhores,  alas  !  too  nigh. 
Our  crazy  bark  no  longer  can  abide 
The  feas  that  thunder  o'er  her  batter'd  fide  : 
And,  while  the  leaks  a  fatal  warning  give. 
That  in  this  raging  fea  (he  cannot  live. 
One  only  refuge  from  defpair  we  find  ; 
At  once  to  wear  and  feud  before  the  wind  ** . 

*  For  an  explanation  of  thefe  manoeuvres,  the  reader  is  ee~- 
ferred  to  the  laA  not«  «f  this  Canto. 

R  z  Perhaps 
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Perhaps  ev'n  then  to  ruin  we  may  fteer; 
For  broken  fliores  beneath  our  lee  appear  ; 
But  that's  remote,  and  inftant  death  is  here  : 
Yet  there,  by  heaven's  afliftance  we  may  gain 
Some  creek  or  inlet  of  the  Grecian  main  ; 
Or,  (helter'd  by  fome  rock,  at  anchor  ride. 
Till  with  abating  rage  the  blaft  fubfide. 

But  if,  determin'd  by  the  will  of  heaven. 
Our  helplefs  bark  at  laft  afhore  is  driven, 
Thefe  counfels  follow'd,  from  the  wat'ry  grave 
Our  floating  failors  in  the  furf  may  fave. 

And  iirft  let  all  our  axes  be  fecur'd. 
To  cut  the  mails  and  rigging  from  aboard. 
Then  to  the  quarters  bind  each  plank  and  oar. 
To  float  between  the  vefl'el  and  the  fliore. 
The  longeft  cordage  too  mull  be  convey'd 
On  deck,  and  to  the  weather-rails  belay 'd. 
So  they  who  haply  reach  alive  the  land, 
Th'  extended  lines  may  faften  on  the  flrand. 
Whene'er,  loud  thundering  on  the  leeward  fliore. 
While  yet  aloof  we  hear  the  breakers  roar. 
Thus  for  the  terrible  event  prepar'd. 
Brace  fore  and  aft  to  flarboard  every  yard. 
So  fhall  our  mails  fwim  lighter  on  the  wave. 
And  from  the  broken  rocks  our  feamen  fave. 
Then  weilward  turn  the  flem,  that  every  mail 
May  fhoreward  fall,  when  from  the  veflTel  call. — 
When  o'er  her  fide  once  more  the  billows  bound, 
Afcend  the  rigging  till  Ihe  lirikes  the  ground  : 

And 


1 
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And  when  you  hear  aloft  th*  alarming  ftiock 
-That  ftrikes  her  bottom  on  fome  pointed  rock. 
The  boldeft.of  our  lailors  muft  defcend. 
The  dangerous  bofinefs  of  the  deck  to  tend  : 
Then  each,  fecur'd  by  fome  convenient  cord. 
Should  cut  the  Ihrouds  and  rigging  from  the  board,- 
Let  the  broad  axes  next  aiTail  each  mall ; 
And  booms  and  oars  and  rafts  to  leeward  caft. 
Thus,' while  the  cordage  ftretch'd  alhore  may  guide 
Our  brave  companions  thro*  the  fwelllng  tide. 
This  floating  lumber  fliall  fuflain  them,  o'er 
The  rocky  ihelves,  in  fafety  to  the  fhore. 
But  as  your  firmeft  fuccour,  till  the  laft, 
O  cling  fecuiely  on  each  faithful  mail  ! 
Tho'  great  the  danger,  and  the  talk  fevere. 
Yet  bow  not  to  the  tyranny  of  fear  ! 
If  once  that  ilaviih  yoke  your  fpirits  quell. 
Adieu  to  hope  !  to  life  iti'elf  farewell  I 

I  know.',  among  you  fome  full  oft  have  view'd, 
With  murdering  vveapons  arm'd,  a  lawlefi  brood. 
On  England's  \ile  inhuman  Ihore  who  lland, 
I  he  foul  reproach  and  fcandal  of  our  land  ! 
-J.  rob  the  wanderers  wreck'd  upon  the  flrand. 
.  -ic-fe,  jwhiletheir  lavage  ofiice  ihev  puri'ue, 
.tt  wound  to  death  the  helplels.plunder'd  cre%v, 
.'lo,  'fcap'd  from  every  Jiorror  of  the  main, 
:;plor*d  their  mercy,  but  iinplor'd  in  vain. 
at  dread  not  this  ! — a  crime  to  Greece  unknown  ! 
ich  blood-hounds  all  her  circling  ihores  difown  : 

R  3  Her 
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Her  fons,  by  barbarous  tyranny  oppreft. 
Can  (hare  affliftion  with  the  wretch  diftreft  : 
Their  hearts,  by  cruel  fate  inur'd  to  grief. 
Oft  to  the  friendlefs  ftranger  yield  relief. 

With  confcious  horror  ftruck,  the  naval  band 
De'tefted  for  awhile  their  native  land. 
They  curs'd  the  fleeping  vengeance  of  the  laws. 
That  thus  forgot  her  guardian  failor's  caufe. 
Mean  while  the  mailer's  voice  again  they  heard. 
Whom,  as  with  filial  duty,  all  rever'd. 

No  more  remains-^but  now  a  trufty  band 
Mufl  ever  at  the  pump  indullrious  Hand  ; 
And  while  with  us  the  reft  attend  to  wear. 
Two  Ikilful  feamen  to  the  helm  repair  !  — 
O  Source  of  life  !  our  refuge  and  our  ftay  ! 
Whofc  voice  the  warring  elements  obey. 
On  thy  fapreme  affiftance  we  rely  ; 
Thy  mercy  fupplicate,  if  doom 'd  to  die  ! 
Perhaps  this  ftorm  is  fent,  Vv-ith  healing  breath. 
From  neighbouring  fhores  tofcourge  difeafe  and  death ! 
^  ris  ours  on  thine  unerring  laAvs  to  truft  : 
With  tbee,  great  Lord  !  "  whatever  is,  is  juft." 

He  faid  ;  and  w  ith  confentin^  reverence  fraught. 
The  Tailors  join'd  his  prayer  in  filent  thought. 
His  intellcdtual  eye,  ferenely  bright  ! 
•  Saw  dillant  objeds  with  prophetic  light. 
Thus  in  a  land,  that  lafting  wars  opprefs. 
That  groans  beneath  misfortune  and  dillreis  ; 
Whofc  wealth  to  con(p«i-ing  armies  falls  a  prey  ; 
Her  bulwarks- fmking,  as  her  troops  decay; 

Some 
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-$ome  bold  fagacious  ftatefman,  from  the  helm. 
■Sees  defolation  gathering  o'er  his  realm  : 
He  darts  around  his  penetrating  eyes, 
•Where  dangers  grow,  and  hoIHle  unions  rife  ! 
With  deep  attention  marks  th'  invading  foe  ; 
•Eludes  their-wiles,  and  fruilrates  every  blow-; 
Tries  his  laJl  art  the  tottering  ftate  to  fave. 
Or  in  its  ruins  find  a  glorious  grave. 

Still  in  the  yawning  trough  the  veiTel  reels. 
Ingulf 'd  beneath  t*'o  fluctuating  hills: 
On  either  fide  they  rife ;  tremendous  fcene ! 
A  long  dark  melancholy  vale  between  *. 

•  That  the   reader  who  Is  unacqruainted  vsriththemaBoeuvres 
■of  navigation,  may  conceive  a  clearer  idea  of  a  Ihip's  ftate  when... 
trying,  and  of  the  change  of  her  fituation  to  that  of  fcudding,  I 
~fcave  quoted  a  part  of  the  explanation  ©f  thofe  articles  as  they 
appear  in  (he  DiOionary  of  the  Marine. 

Trying  is  the  Situation  in  which  a  ftiip  lies  nearly  In  the  trough 
i'.ollowof  the  fea  in  a  lempeft,  panicularly  v4:en  it  blowt 
cjiicrary  to  lier  co«rfe. 

in  trying  as  well  as  in  fcudding,  the  Tails  are  always'reduced 
f»  proportion  to  the  itcreafe  of  th:  rtorm,  and  in  either  ftate,  if 
* '?  ?>jrm  is  exccfltve,  ftie  may  have  all  herfaili  furled }  or  be,  ac- 

:in3  to  the  foa  phrafe,  under  bare  poles. 

The  intent  of  fpreading  a  fail  at  this  time  is  to  keep  the  fiilp 
more  ftsady,  and  to  prevent  her  from  rolUr.g  violently,  by  pref- 
fing  her  fide  down  in  the  water ;  and  alfo  to  turn  her  head  to- 
wards the  fource  of  the  wind,  fo  that  the  iTvock  of  the  feas  may 
fall  more  obliquely  on  her  flank,  than  when  (he  lies  along  the 
-trough  of  the  fea,  or  in  the  interval  bnweea  two  waves.  While 
R  4  Af 
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The  balanc'd  Ihip,  now  forward,  now  behind. 
Still  felt  th'  impreffion  of  the  waves  and  wind, 
And  to  the  right  and  left  by  turns  inclin'd. 
But  Albert  from  behind  the  balance  drew. 
And  on  the. prow  its  double  efforts  threw. — 

flie  lies  In  this  fjtuatlon,  the  helm  is  faAened  clofe  to  the  lee- 
iide,  to  prevent  her,  as  much  as  poffible,  from  falling  to  leeward* 
But  as  the  fliip  is  not  then  kept  in  equilibrio  by  the  operation  of 
her  fails,  which  at  other  times  counterbalance  each  other  at  the 
head  and  ftern,  flie  is  moved  by  a  flow  but  continual  vibration, 
which  turns  her  head  alternately  to  windward  and  to  leeward, 
forming  an  angle,  of  30  or  40  degrees  in  the  interval.  That  part 
Where  (he  ftops  in  approaching  the  direction  of  the  wind,  is 
called  her  coming  to;  and  the  contrary  excefs  of  the  angle  to 
leeward     is  called,  her  falling  off. 

Veering,  or  wearing,  (fee  line  it, p.  -2^t  2nd  line-i8,.p.  243.) 
as  ufed  in  the  prefent  fenfe,  may,  be  defined,  the  movement  by 
-.vhich  a  Ihip  changes  hertlate  from  trying  to  thatof  fcudding, 
pr,  of  running  before  the  direftion  of  the  wind  and  fea. 

•  It  is  an  axiom  in  natural  philofophy,  '•  That  every  body  will 
perfsvere  in  a  Rate  of  reft,  or  of  moving  uniformly  in  a  right  line, 
unlefs  it  be  compelled  to  change  its  ftate  by  forces  imprefled  : 
ar.d  that  the  change  of  motion  is  proportional  to  the  moving  force 
irnprefled,  and  .made  according  to  the.  right  line  in  which  that 
force  ads." 

Htnce  it  is  eafy  to  conceive  how  a  ihip  Is  compelled  to  turn 
iir^to  any  direflion  by  the  force  of  the  wind,  adding  upon  any  part  of 
iiu  length  in  lines  parallel  to  the  plane  of  the, horizon.  Thus  in  xhe 
aft  of  veering,  which  is  a  necefiary  conftquencc  of  this  invariable 
principle,  >-ihe  objtrcl  of  the  f/saman  is  torfduce  the  aftion  of  the 
v-'ind  on.the  fh'p's  hind  part,  .and  to  receive  its  utmoft  exertloa 

on 
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The  order  now  was  given  to  bear  away ; 
The  order  given,  the  timoneers  obey. 
High  o'er  the  bovvfprit  ftretch'd  the  tortur'd  fail. 
As  on  the  rack,  diftends  beneath  the  gale. 
But  fcarce  the  yielding  prow  its  impulfe  knew. 
When  in  a  .thoufand  flitting  fhreds  it  flew  ! — 

on  her  fore  part,  fo  that  the  •  latter  may  be  puflied  to  leeward. 
This  effed  is  either  produced  by  the  operation  of  the  fails,  or  by 
the  impreflion  of  the  wind  on  the  mafts  and  yards.  In  the  former 
cafe  the  fails  on  the  hind-part  of  the  ftiip  are  either  furled  or  ar- 
ranged nearly -parallel  to  thediredion  of  the  wind,  which  tmrn 
glides  inefFe<flualIy  along  their  furfaces  ;  at  the  fame  time  the 
foremoft  fails  are  fpread  abroad,  fo  as  to  receive  the  greatclt  ex- 
ertion of  the  wind.  See  line  4,  of  this  page.  The  fore-part 
accordingly  yields  to  this  impuHe,  and  is  put  in  motion  j  aiid. 
this  motion,  neceilarily  confpiring  with  that  of  the  wind,  pulhes 
the  (hip  about  as  much  as  is  requifite  to  producs  the  dcfired 
cffea. 

But  when  the  tempeit  Is  fo  violent  as  to  preeltide  the  ufe  of 
fails,  the  effort  of  the  wind  operates  almoft  equally  on  the  oppo- 
fite  ends  of  the  <bip,  becaufe  the  mafls  and  yards  fituated  near 
the  head  and  ftem  ferve  to  coanterbalance  each  other,  in  receJv.; 
ing  its  Infipreffion.  The  cfTcdl  of  the  hehn  is  alfo  confiderably 
diminifhcd,  becaufe  the  head-way,  which  gives  life  and  vigour 
to  all  its  operations,  is  at  this  time  feeble  atid  Indfeflual.  Hence 
it  becomes  neceffary  to  deftroy  this  eqaillbrium  which  fubfirts 
between  the  mafts  and  yards  before  and  behind,  and  to  throw 
-the  balance  forward  to  prepare  for  veerinj.  If  this  cannot  be 
cfferted  by  the  arrangement  of  the  yards  on^.e  mafts,  and  it  be- 

neiabfolucely  nec.fr4ry  to  veer,   in  order  to  fuvc  the  (hip  from 
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Yet  Albert  new  refources  ftill  prepares. 
And,  bridling  grief,  redoubles  all  his  cares. 
Away  there;  lower  the  mizen-yard  on  deck  ! 
He  calls,  and  brace  the  foreinaft  yards  abackH 
'His  great  example  every  bofom  fires ; 
New  life  rekindles,  and  new  hope  infpixes.j 

deftruftlon  (fe«  line  3,  p.  251.),  the  mizen-maft  muft  be  ait 
away,  and  even  the  main-mart,  If  ftie  ftHl  remains  incapable  of 
anfwering  the  helm  by  turning  her  prow  to  leev/ard. 

Scudding  is  that  movement  in  navigation  by  which  a  ftiip  is 
carried  precipitately  before  atempeft.  See  line  15,  p.  Z38,  and 
line  28,  p.  2-1:3. 

As  a  fliip  flies  with  amazing  rapidity  through  the  water,  when- 
ever this  expedient  is  put  in  praftice,  it  is  never  attempted  in  a 
contrary  wind,  unlefs  when  her  condition  renders  her  incapable  of 
fuftaining  the  mutual  effort  of  the  wind  and  waves  any  longer  on 
her  fide,  without  being  cxpofed  to  the  moft  imminent  danger. 

A  (hip  either  feuds  with  a  fail  extended  on  her  fore-maft,  or 
if  the  Itorm  is  exceffive,  without  any  fall,  which  in  thcfea-phrafe 
is  called  f,  ::cidlng  under  bare  poles. 

The  principal  hazards  incident  to  fcudding  are,  generally,  « 
fea  ftriking  the  (hips^  ftern  j  the  difficulty  of  fleering,  which 
perpetually  expofes  her  to  the  danger  of  broaching-to  ;  and  the 
want  of  fufficient  fea-room,  A  fea  which  ftrlkes  the  ftern  vio- 
lently may  (hatter  it  to  pieces,  by  which  the  Ihip  muft  inevi- 
tably founder.  By  broaching-to  fuddenly,  flie  is  threatened  with 
lofing  all  her  mafts  and  fails,  or  being  immediately  overturned  j 
and  for  want  of  fea-room,  fhc  is  expofed-tothe  dangers  of  being 
wrecked  on  a  lee-ftiore. 

While 
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While  to  the  helm  unfaithful  ftill  ftie  lies. 

One  defperate  remedy  at  laft  he  tnes- 

Hafte,  with  your  weapons  cut  tte  (hrouds  and  flay-. 

And  hew  at  once  the  mizen-maft  away  . 

He  faid ;  th'  attentive  Tailors  on  each  fide. 
At  his  command  the  trembling  cords  divide. 
Faft  by  the  fated  pine  bold  Rodmond  ftands ; 
Th'  impatient  axe  hung  gleaming  in  his  hands  ; 
Brandifh'd  on  high,  it  fell  ^vith  dreadful  found^ 
The  tall  maft  groaning,  felt  the  deadly  wound.  ^ 

Deep  ealh'd  v.ith  fores,  the  tott'ring  ftruchire  rmgs, 
Andcrafhing,  thundVmg,  o'er  the  quarter  fwxngs. 

Thus  when  fome  Umb,  convuls'd  with  pangs  of  death, 
Jmbibas  the  gangrene's  peftilential  breath  ; 
'  Th'  experienc'd  artift  from  the  blood  betrays 
The  latent  venom,  or  its  courfe  delays  : 
But  if  th'  infedion  triumphs  o'er  his  art. 
Tainting  the  vital  ftream  that  warms  the  heart, 
Refolv'd  at  laft,  he  quits  th'  unequal  ftnfe, 
Severs  the  member,  and  preferves  the  lif«. 


IT  H  E 
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CANTO        III. 

ARGUMENT. 

^The  defign  and  influence  of  poetry — Applied  to  the 
fubj^ft — Wreck  of  the  mizen-maft  cleared  away — 
Ship  veers  before  the  wind — Her  violent  agitation — 
Different  ftations  of  the  officers — Appearance  of 
•the  ifland  of  Falconer  a — Excurfion  to  the  adjacent 
nations  of  Greece,  renowned  in  antiqiiity — Athens 
—  Socrates —  Plato* —  Ariftides —  Solon  —  Gorinth — 
Sparta— Leonidas — Invafion  of  Xerxes — Lycurgus 
— EpaminorKias—  Modern  appearance— Arcadia- 
Its  former  happinefs  and  fertility— Prefent  diftrefs, 
the  effeft  of  ilavery— Ithaca— Ulyffes  and  Penelope 
— ArgtJG  and  Mycens — Agamemnon— Macronifi — 
Lemnos— Vulcan  and  Venus— Delos— Apollo  and 
Diana— Tr.Qy—Seftos,  Leander  and  Hero— Delphos 
Temple  of  Apollo— Parnaffus— The  Mufes— Tiiefub- 
jecl  refumed— Sparkling  of  the  fea— Prodigious  tem- 
peli,  accompanied  with  rain,  hail,  and  meteors — Dark- 
nefs,  lightning,  and  thunder — Approach  of  day— 
Difcovery  of  land — The  (hip  in  great  danger  paffes 
the  illand  of  St.  George — Turns  her  broadfide  to 
the  fhore  — Her  bowfprit,  foremaft,  and  main-top- 
maft-carried  away— She  ftrikes  a  rock— Splits  afun- 
der — Fate  of  the  crew. 

The 
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The  fcene  ftretches  from  that  part  of  the  Archipe- 
lago which  lies  ten  miles  to  the.  northward  of  Falco- 
nera,  to  Cape  Colonna,  in  Attica, — The  time  is  about 
feven  hours,  being  from  one  till  eight  in  the  morning. 

WHEN  in  a  barbarou^age,  with  blood  deEl'd, 
The  human  favage  roam'd  the  gloomy  wild; 
When  fullen  Ignorance  her  flag  difplay'd. 
And  Rapine  and  Revenge  her  voice  obey'd  ;.. 
Sent  from  the  Ihores  of  light  the  Mufes  came. 
The  dark  and  folitar.y  race  to  tame. 
'Twas  their's  the  lawlefs  paflions  to  controul. 
And  melt  in  tender  fympathy  the  foul ; 
The  heart  from  vice  and  error  to  reclaim, . 
And  breathe  in  human  breafts  celellial  flame. 
The  kindling  fpirit  caught  th'  empyreal  ray. 
And  glow'd  congenial  with  the  fwelling  lay. 
Rous'd  from  the  chaos  of  primaeval  night. 
At  once  fair  Truth  and  Reafon  fprung  to  light. — 
When  great  Masonides,  in  rapid  fong, 
^rhe  thundering  tide  of  battle  rolls  along. 
Each  ravifh'd  bofom  feels  the  high  alarms. 
And  all  the  burning  pulfes  beat  to  arms. 
From  earth  upborn,  on  Pegafean  wings. 
Far  thro'  the  boundlefs  realms  of  thought  he  fprings  ; 
While  dillant  poets,  trembling  as  thr)-  view 
His  funward  flight,  the  dazzling  track  purfue. 
But  when  his  firings,  with  mournful  magic,  tell 
What  dire  diHrefs  Laertes'  fon  befel. 

The 
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The  ftrains,  meand'ring  thro'  the  maze  of  woe. 
Bid  facred  fympathy  the  heart  o'erflow. 
Thus,  in  old  time,  the  Mufes'  heavenly  breath 
With  vital  force  diflblv'd  the  chains  of  death : 
Each  bard  in  epic  lays  began  to  fing, 
Taught  by  the  mafter  of  the  vocal  ftring. — 
'Tis  mine,  alas  !   thro'  dangerous  fcenes  to  ftray*, 
Ear  from  the  light  of  his  unerring  ray  ! 
While,  all  unus'd  the  wayward  path  to  tread,  ■. 
Darkling  I  wander  with  prophetic  dread. 
To  me  in  vain  the  bold  Maeonian  lyre 
Awakes  the  numbers,  fraught  with  living  fire  I— 
Full  oft  indeed,  that  mournful  harp  of  yore 
Wept  the  fad  wanderer  loft  upon  the  fhore  ; 
But  o'er  that  fcene  th'  impatient  numbers  ran,  ■ 
Subfervient  only  to  a  nobler  plan. 
'Tis  mine,  the  unravel'd  profpedl  to  difplay. 
And  chain  th'  events  in  regular  array. 
Tho'  hard  the  tafk,  to  fmg  in  varied  ftrains. 
While  all  unchang'd  the  tragic  theme  remains  ! 
Thrice  happy  !  might  the  fecret  powers  of  art 
Unlock  the  latent  windings  of  the  heart ! 
Might  the  fad  numbers  draw  compaffion's  tear- 
For  kindred-miferies,  oft  beheld  too  near  : 
For  kindred-wretches,  oft  in  ruin  caft 
On  Albion's  ftrxnd,  beneath  the  wint'ryUaft  : 
For  all  the  pangs,  the  complicated  woe. 
Her  braveft  fons,  her  faithful  failors  know  1 
So  pity,  gufhing  o'er  each  Britifti  breaft. 
Might  fympathife  with  Britain's  fens  diftreft  : 


For 
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For  this,  my  theme  thro'  mazes  I  purfue. 
Which  nor  Maeonidas  nor  Marc  knew. 

Awhile  the  maft,  in  ruins  dragg'd  behind, 
Balanc'd  the  impreiEon  of  the  helm  and  wind : 
The  wounded  ferpent,  agoniz'd  with  pain. 
Thus  trails  his  mangled  volume  on  the  plain. 
But  now  the  wreck  diffever'd  from  the  rear. 
The  long,  reludant  prow  began  to  veer  ; 
And  while  around  before  the  wind  it  falls. 
Square  all  the  yards  *  !  the  attentive  matter  calk— - 
You,  limoneers,  her  motion  flill  attend ! 
For  on  your  jleerage  ?U  our  lives  depend. 
So,  fteddy  f  !  meet  her,  watch  the  blaft  behind. 
And  fteer  her  right  before  the  feas  and  wind  ! 
Starboard  again  !  the  watchful  pilot  cries  ; 
Starboard,  th'  obedient  timoneer replies. 
Then  to  the  left  the  ruling  helm  returns  ; 
The  wheel  X  revolves  j  the  ringing  axle  bums  1 
The  ftiip  no  longer,  foundering  by  the  lee, . 
Bears  on  her  fide  th'  invafions  of  the  fea  : 
All  lonely  o'er  the  defart  wafte  fhe  flies, 
Scourg'd  on  by  furges,  ftorm  and  burlHng  fldes. 
As  when  the  mafters  of  the  lance  aifail. 
In  Hyperborean  feas,  the  Cumbering  whale; 

•  To  fquare  the  yards,  in  this  place  is  meant  to  arrange  thttn 
direflly  athwart  the  (hip's  length, 

f  ijteddy,  is  the  order  to  fte=r  the  fhip  according  to  the  lia; 
on  which  (he  advances  at  that  inllant,  without  deviating  to  the 
right  or  left  thereof. 

X  In  all  large  ihips  the  helm  is  managed  by  a.  wheel. 

SOOQ 
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Soon  as  the  javelins  pierce  his  fcaly  hide. 

With  anguilh  flung,  he  cleaves  the  downward  tide  ; 

In  vain  he  flies  !  no  friendly  refpite  found  j 

His  life-blood  gufhes  thro'  th*  inflaming  wound. 

The  wounded  bark,  thus  Smarting  with  her  pain. 
Scuds  from  purfuing  waves  along  the  main  ; 
While,  dafli'd  apart  by  her  dividing  prowj 
Like  burning  adamant  the  waters  g!ow. 
Her  joints  forget  their  firm  elallic  tone  ; 
Her  long  keel  trembles,  and  her  timbers  groan.    . 
Upheav'd  behind  her,  in  tremendous  height. 
The  billows  frown,  with  fearful. radiance  bright ' 
T^ow  fhivering,  o'er  the  topmoft  wave  fhe  rides. 
While  deep  beneath  th'  enormous  ^ulf  divides. 
Now  launching  headlong  down  the  hcrrid  vale,  - , 
She  hears  no  more  the  roaring  of  the  gale ; 
Till  UP  the  dreadful  height  again  fhe  flies,    . 
Trembling  beneath  the  current  of  the  ikies. 
As  that  rebellious  angel  who  from  heaven 
To  regions  of  eternal  pain  was  driven  ; 
Whendreadlefs  he  forfook  the  Stygim  fhore. 
The  diftant  realms  of  Eden  to  explore  ;    . 
Here,  on,  fulphureous  clouds  fublime  upheav'd. 
With  daring  wing  th'  infernal  air  he  cleav'd; 
There,  in  fome  hideous  gulf  defcending  prone. 
Far  in  the  raylefs  void  of  night  was  thrown  : 
Even  fo  fhe  fcales  the  briny  mountain's  height. 
Then  down  the  black  abyfs  precipitates  her  flight. 
The  malls,  around  whofe  tops  the  whirlwinds  fing,  • 
With  long  vibration  round  her  axle  fvving. 

To 


THE    SHIPWRECK.  ^57 

To  guide  the  wayward  courfe  amid  the  gloom. 
The  watchful  pilots  different  polls  affume. 
Albert  and  Rodmond,  ftation'd  on  the  rear. 
With  warning  voice  direft  each  timoneer. 
High  on  the  prow  the  guard  Arion  keeps. 
To  Aun  the  cruilers  wandering  o'er  the  deeps  : 
Where'er  he  moves  Palemon  ftill  attends. 
As  if  on  him  his  only  hope  depends  : 
While  Rodmond,  fearful  of  fome  neighbouring  fhore. 
Cries,  ever  and  anon.  Look  cut  afire  ! 
Four  hours  thus  fcudding  on  the  tide  fhe  flew. 
When  Falconera's  rocky  height  they  view. 
High  o'er  its  fummit,  thro'  the  gloom  of  night. 
The  glimmering  watch-tower  call  a  mournful  light. 
In  dire  amazement  rivetted  they  Hand, 
And  hear  the  breakers  lafh  the  rugged  llrand  : 
But  foon  beyond  this  fhore  the  veffel  flies. 
Swift  as  the  rapid  eagle  cleaves  the  fides. 
So  from  the  fangs  of  her  infatiate  foe. 
O'er  the  broad  champain  feuds  the  trembling  roe.-» 
That  danger  pall,  refledls  a  feeble  joy  ; 
But  fooa  returning  fears  their  hope  deftroy. 
Thus,  in  th'  Atlantic,  oft  the  failor  eyes. 
While  melting  in  the  reign  of  fofter  Ikies, 
Some  alp  of  ice,  from  polar  regions  blown. 
Hail  the  glad  influence  of  a  warmer  zone  ; 
Its  frozen  clift's  attemper'd  gales  fupply  : 
In  cooling  ftream  the  aerial  billows  fly  ; 
Awhile  deliver'd  from  the  fcorching  heat. 
In  gentler  tides  the  feverifh  pulfes  beat. 
Vol.  LXVII.  S  So, 
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So,  when  their  trembling  veffel  paft  this  ifle. 
Such  vifionary  joys  the  crew  beguile  : 
Th'  illufive  meteors  of  a  lifelefs  fire  ! 
Too  foon  they  kindle,  and  too  foon  expire ! 

Say,  Memory  !  thou,  from  whofe  unerring  tongue 
Inftruftive  flows  the  animated  fong  ! 
What  regions  now  the  flying  fhip  furround  ? 
Regions  of  old,  thro'  all  the  world  renown'd  ; 
That,  once  the  poet's  theme,  the  mufes  boaft. 
Now  lie  in  ruins ;  in  oblivion  loft  ! 
Did  they,  whofe  fad  diftrefs  thefe  lays  deplore, 
Unfltill'd  in  Grecian  or  in  Roman  lore, 
Unconfcious  pafs  each  famous  circling  fliore  i 

They  did  ;  for,  blafted  in  the  barren  fliade. 
Here,  all  too  foon,  the  buds  of  fcience  fade  : 
Sad  ocean's  genius,  in  untimely  hour. 
Withers  the  bloom  of  every  fpringing  flower. 
Here  fancy  droops,  while  fullen  cloud  and  ftorm 
The  generous  climate  of  the  foul  deform. 
Then  if,  among  the  wandering  naval  train. 
One  ftripling,  exil'd  from  th'  Aonian  plain. 
Had  e'er,  entranc'd  in  fancy's  foothing  dream, 
Approach'd  to  tafte  the  fweet  Caftalian  llream, 
(Since  thofe  falubrious  ftreams,  with  power  divine. 
To  purer  fenfe  th'  attemper'd  foul  refine) 
His  heart,  with  liberal  commerce  here  unbleft. 
Alien  to  joy  1  fincerer  grief  poflTeft. 
Yet  on  the  youthful  mind  th'  impreflion  caft 
Of  ancient  glory,  ftiall  for  ever  laft. 

Theri 
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There,  al!  unquench'd  by  cruel  fortune's  ire. 
It  glows  with  inextinguifhable  fire. 

Immortal  Athens  firft,  in  ruin  fpread. 
Contiguous  lies  at  Port  Liono's  head. 
Great  fource  of  fcience  !  whofe  immortal  name 
Stands  foremoft  in  the  glorious  roll  of  fame. 
Here  godlike  Socrates  and  Plato  Ihone, 
And,  firm  to  truth,  eternal  honour  won. 
The  firft  in  Virtue's  caufe  his  life  refign'd. 
By  Heav'n  pronounc'd  the  wifeft  of  mankind  : 
The  laft  foretold  the  fpark  of  vital  fire, 
e  fours  fine  effence,  never  could  expire. 
re  Solon  dwelt,  the  philofophic  fage, 
?-t  fled  Pififtratus'  vindictive  rage, 
j  a;l  Ariftides  here  maintain'd  the  caufe, 
Whofe  facred  precepts  fhine  thro*  colon's  laws. 
Of  all  her  towering  ftruclures,  now  alone 
Some  fcatter'd  columns  ftand,  with  weeds  o'ergrown. 
The  wandering  ftranger,  near  the  port,  defcries 
A  milk-white  lion  of  ftupendcus  fize  ; 
Unknown  the  fculptor;  marble  is  the  frame  : 
And  hence  th'  adjacent  haven  drew  its  name. 

Next,  in  the  gulph  of  Engia,  Corinth  lies, 
Whofe  gorgeous  fabrics  feem'd  to  ftrike  the  feies ; 
Whom,  tno'  by  tyrant- viftors  oft'  fubdu'd, 
Greece,  Egypt,  Rome,  with  awful  wonder  view'd 
Her  name,  for  Pallas*  heavenly  art  renown'd  *, 
Spread  like  the  foliage  which  her  pillars  crown'd. 

•  Architeaure. 
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But  now,  in  fatal  defolation  laid. 
Oblivion  o'er  it  draws  a  difmal  fliade. 

Then  further  weftward  on  Morea's  land. 
Fair  Mifitra  !  thy  modern  turrets  Hand. 
Ah  !  who,  anmov'd  with  fecret  woe,  can  tell 
That  here  great  T-acedasmon's  glory  fell  ? 
Here  once  flie  flourilh'd,  at  whofe  trumpet's  founJ 
War  burft  his  chains,  and  nations  Ihook  around. 
Here  brave  Leonidas  from  fhore  to  fliore 
Thro'  all  Achaia  bade  her  thunders  roar  : 
He,  when  imperial  Xerxes,  from  afar, 
Advanc'd  with  Perfia's  fumlefs  troops  to  war. 
Till  Macedonia  Ihrunk  beneath  his  fpear. 
And  Greece  difmay'd  beheld  the  chief  draw  near  j 
He,  at  Thermopylae's  immortal  plain. 
His  force  repell'd  with  Sparta's  glorious  train. 
Tall  Oeta  faw  the  tyrant's  conquer'd  bands. 
In  gafping  millions,  bleed  on  hoflile  lands. 
Thus  vanquifh'd  Afia  trcmblihg  heard  thy  name.- 
And  Thebes  and  Athens  ficken'd  at  thy  fame  ! 
Thy  ftate,  fupported  by  Lycurgus'  laws. 
Drew,  like  thine  arms,  fuperlativc  applaufe. 
Even  great  Epaminondas  ftrove  in  vain 
To  curb  that  fpirit  with  a  Theban  chain. 
But  ah  !  how  low  her  free-bom  fpirit  now  ! 
Her  abjed  fons  to  haughty  tyrants  bow ; 
A  falfe,  degenerate,  fuperflitious  race 
Infeft  thy  region,  and  thy  name  difgrace  t 
Not  diilant  far,  Arcadia's  bleft  domains 
Peloponnefus'  circling  fliore  contains. 

Thrice 
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'Thrice  happy  foil !  where  ftill  ferenely  gay. 
Indulgent  Flora  breath'd  perpetual  May  ; 
Where  buxom  Ceres  taught  th'  obfequioos  field. 
Rich  without  art,  fpontaneous  gifts  to  jaeld. 
Then  with  fome  rural  nj-mph  fupremely  bleft. 
While  tranfport  glow'd  in  each  enamour'd  breaft> 
Each  faithful  Ihepherd  told  his  tender  pain. 
And  fung  of  fylvan  fports  in  artlefs  ftrain. 
Now,  fad  reverfe  !  Oppreffion's  iron  hand 
Enflaves  her  natives,  and  defpoils  the  land. 
In  lawlefs  rapine  bred,  a  far.guine  train 
With  midnight-ravage  fcour  th'  uncukur'd  plaiiK 

Weftward  of  thefe,  beyoTid  the  Ifthmus,  lies 
The  long-loft  ifle  of  Ithacus  the  wife  ; 
Where  fair  Penelope  her  abfent  lord 
Full  twice  ten  years  with  faithful  love  deplor'd. 
Tho'  many  a  princely  heart  her  beauty  won. 
She,  guarded  only  by  her  {tripling  fon. 
Each  bold  attempt  of  fuitor-kings  repell'd. 
And  undefil'd  the  nuptial  contract  held. 
With  various  arts  to  win  her  love  they  toil'd. 
But  all  their  wiles  by  virtuous  fraud  the  foil'd* 
True  to  her  vows,  and  refolutely  chafte. 
The  beauteous  princefs  triumph'd  at  the  laft. 

Argos,  in  Greece  forgotten  and  unknown, 
Still  feems  her  cruel  fortune  to  bemoan  ; 

gos,  whofe  monarch  led  the  Grecian  hods 
rar  o'er  th'  JEgezn  main  to  Dardan  coafts. 
Unhappy  prince  !  who,  on  a  hoftile  (hore, 

;il,  peril,  anguifh,  ten  long  winters  bore. 

S  3  And 
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And  when  to  native  realms  reftor'd  at  laft. 
To  reap  the  harveft  of  thy  labours  paft  ; 
A  perjur'd  friend,  alas  !  and  faithlefs  wife* 
There  facrific'd  to  impious  lull  thy  life  ! — 
Fall  by  Arcadia  llretch  thefe  defart  plains. 
And  o'er  the  land  a  gloomy  tyrant  reigns. 

Next  the  fair  ille  of  Helena  *  is  feen. 
Where  adverfe  winds  detain'd  the  opartan  queen  j 
For  whom  in  arras  combin'd  the  Grecian  holl. 
With  vengeance  fir'd,  invaded  Phrygia's  coall  ; 
For  whom  fo  long  they  labour'd  to  dellroy 
The.facred  turrets  of  imperial  Troy. 
Here,  driven  by  Juno's  rage,  the  haplefs  dame. 
Forlorn  of  heart,  from  ruin'd  Ilion  came. 
The  port  an  image  bears  of  Parian  ftone. 
Of  ancient  fabric,  but  of  date  unknown. 

Due  eall  from  this  appears  th'  immortal  Ihore 
That  facred  Phcebus  and  Diana  bqre  : 
Delos,  thro'  all  the  ^gean  feas  renown'd  ! 
(Whofe  coall  the  rocky  Cyclades  furround) 
By  Phcebus  honour'd,  and  by  Greece  rever'd  ; 
Her  hallow'd  groves  even  dlftant  Perfia  fear'd. 
But  now,  a  iilent  unfrequented  land ! 
No  human  footllep  marks  the  tracklefs  fand. 
Thence  to  the  north,  by  ACa's  weftern  bound. 
Fair  Lemnos  Hands,  with  riling  marble  crown'd  ; 
Where,  in  her  rage,  avenging  Juno  hurl'd 
Ill-fated  Vulcan  from  th'  a^therial  world. 

*  Now  known  by  the  name  of  MacronUi. 

There 
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There  his  eternal  anvils  firft  he  rear'd ; 
Then,  forg'd  by  Cyclopean  art,  appear'd 
Thunders,  that  ftiook  the  ikies  with  dire  alarms. 
And,  form'd  by  ikill  divine,  V'ulcanian  arms. 
There,  with  this  crippled  wretch,  the  foul  difgrace 
And  living  fcandal  of  th*  empyreal  race. 
The  beauteous  queen  of  Love  in  wedlock  dwelt. 
In  fires  profane  can  heavenly  bofoms  melt  ? 

Eaftward  of  this  appears  the  Dardan  ftiore. 
That  once  th'  imperial  towers  of  Ilium  bore. 
Illullrious  Troy  !  renown'd  in  every  clime. 
Thro'  the  long  annals  of  unfolding  time  1 
How  oft,  thy  royal  bulwarks  to  defend. 
Thou  faw'ft  thy  tutelar  gods  in  vain  defcend  ! 
Tho'  chiefs  unnumber'd  in  her  caufe  were  flaia, 
Tho'  nations  perifh'd  on  her  bloody  plain. 
That  refuge  of  perfidious  Helen's  fliame 
Was  doom'd  at  length  to  fink  in  Grecian  flame  ; 
And  now,  by  time's  deep  plough-fhare  harrow'd  o'er. 
The  feat  of  facred  Troy  is  found  no  more. 
No  trace  of  all  her  glories  now  remains  ; 
But  com  and  vines  enrich  her  cultur'd  plains. 
Silver  Scamander  laves  the  verdant  fhore  ; 
Scamander  oft'  o'erfiow'd  with  hoftile  gore  ! 

Not  far  remov'd  from  Ilion's  famous  land. 
In  counter  view  appears  the  Thracian  ftrand  ; 
Where  beauteous  Hero,  from  the  turret's  height, 
Difplay'd  her  crefcent  each  revolving  night  ; 
Whofe  gleam  direfted  lov'd  Leander  o'er 
The  rolling  Heilefpont  to  Afia's  (here  ; 

S  4  Till, 


484  FALCONER'S    POEMS, 

Till,  in  a  fated  hour,  on  Thracia's  coaft 
She  faw  her  lover's  lifelefs  body  toft  : 
Then  felt  her  bofom  agony  fevere  ; 
Her  eyes  fad-gazing  pour'd  th'  inceffant  tear  ; 
O'erwhelm'd  with  anguifti,  frantic  with  defpair. 
She  beat  her  beauteous  breaft  and  tore  her  hair — 
On  dear  Leander's  name  in  vain  fhe  cry'd; 
Then  headlong  plung'd  into  the  parting  tide. 
The  parting  tide  receiv'd  the  lovely  weight. 
And  proudly  flow'd,  exulting  in  its  freight. 

Far  weft  of  Thrace,  beyond  th'  ^gean  main. 
Remote  from  ocean,  lies  the  Delphic  plain. 
The  facred  oracle  of  Phoebus  there 
High  o'er  the  mount  arofe,  divinely  fair  ! 
Achaian  marble  form'd  the  gorgeous  piie  : 
Auguft  the  fabric  I  elegant  its  ftile  1 
On  brazen  hinges  turn'd  the  filver  doors. 
And  checquer'd  marble  pav'd  the  polifh'd  floors. 
The  roofs,  where  ftoried  tablatures  appear'd. 
On  columns  of  Corinthian  mould  were  rear'd  : 
Of  fliining  porphyry  the  (hafts  were  fram'd. 
And  round  the  hollow  dome  bright  jewels  flam'd. 
Apollo's  fuppliant  priefts,  a  blamelefs  train  ! 
Fram'd  their  oblations  on  the  holy  fane  : 
To  front  the  fun's  declining  ray  'twas  plac'd; 
With  golden  harps  and  living  laurels  grac'd. 
The  fciences  and  arts  around  the  fhrine 
Confpicuous  fhone,  engrav'd  by  hands  divine  ! 
Here  -(Efculapius'  fnake  difplay'd  his  creft. 
And  burning  glories  fparkled  on  his  breaft  : 

While 
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T^Tiile  from  his  eye's  infufferable  light 
Difeafe  and  death  recoil'd  in  headlong  flight. 
Of  this  great  temple,  thro'  all  time  renown'd. 
Sunk  in  oblivion,  no  remains  are  fovmd. 

Contiguous  here,  with  hallow'd  woods  o'erfpread, 
Pamaffus  lifts  to  heaven  its  honcur'd  head  ; 
Where,  from  the  deluge  fav'd,  by  heaven's  com- 
DeucaHon  leading  Pyrrha  hand  in  hand,        [mand 
Repeopled  all  the  defolated  land. 
Around  the  fcene  unfading  laurels  grow. 
And  aromatic  flowers  for  ever  blow. 
The  winged  choirs,  on  every  tree  above, 
Carol  fweet  numbers  thro'  the  vocal  grove ; 
While  o'er  th*  eternal  fpring  that  fmiles  beneath. 
Young  zephyrs  borne  on  rofy  pinions  breathe. 
Fair  daughters  of  the  fun  !  the  facred  Nine, 
Here  wak«  to  ecftafy  their  fongs  divine  ; 
Or  crown'd  with  myrtle,  in  fome  fweet  alcove 
Attune  the  tender  ftrings  to  bleeding  love. 
All  fttdly  fweet  the  balmy  currents  roll. 
Soothing  to  fofteft  peace  the  tortur'd  foul 
While  hill  and  vale  with  choral  voice  around 
The  muflc  of  immortal  harps  refound, 
Fair  Pleafure  leads  in  dance  the  happy  hours. 
Still  fcattering  where  fhe  moves  Elyfian  flowers  ! — 

Even  now  the  drains,  with  fweet  contagion  fraught. 
Shed  a  delicious  languor  o'er  the  thought. — 
Adieu  ye  vales,  that  fmiling  peace  beftow. 
Where  Eden's  bloflbms  ever-vernal  blow  ! 

Adieu 
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Adieu  ye  ftreams,  that  o'er  inchanted  ground 
In  lucid  maze  th'  Aonian  hill  Airround  ! 
Ye  fairy  fcenes  where  Fancy  loves  to  dwell. 
And  young  Delight,  for  ever,  O  farewell ! 
The  foul  with  tender  luxury  you  fill. 
And  o'er  the  fenfe  Lethean  dews  diftill ! 
Awake,  O  Memory,  from  th'  inglorious  dream  I 
With  brazen  lungs  rcfume  the  kindling  theme  J 
Colledt  thy  powers  !  aroufe  thy  vital  fire  ! 
Ye  fpirits  of  the  florm,  my  verfe  infpire  ! 
Hoarfe  as  the  whirlwinds  that  enrage  the  main, 
in  torrents  pour  along  the  fwelling  ftrain  ! 

Now,  borne  impetuous  o'er  the  boiling  deeps. 
Her  courfe  to  Attic  fhores  the  veflel  keeps  : 
The  pilots,  as  the  waves  behind  her  fwell. 
Still  with  the  wheeling  ftern  their  force  repel. 
For  this  affault  fhould  either  quarter  *  feel. 
Again  to  flank  the  tempeft  flie  might  reel. 
The  fteerfmen  every  bidden  turn  apply  ; 
To  right  and  left  the  fpokes  alternate  fly. 
Thus  when  fome  conquer'd  hoft  retreats  in  fear. 
The  bravefl  leaders  guard  the  broken  rear  ; 
Indignant  they  retire,  and  long  oppofe 
Superior  armies  that  around  them  clofe  ; 
Still  fhield  the  flanks  ;  the  routed  fquadrons  join  ; 
And  guide  the  flight  in  one  embodied  line  : 
So  they  diredl  the  flying  bark  before 
1  h'  impelling  floods  that  lalli  her  to  the  fhore. 

*  The  quarter  is  the  hinder  part  of  a  ftilp's  Me;  or  that  part 

*  wrhich  is  near  the  ftern . 

As 
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As  fome  benighted  traveller,  thro'  the  fhade. 

Explores  the  devious  path  with  heart  difmay'd  ; 

While  prowling  favages  behind  him  roar. 

And  yawning  pits  and  quagmires  lurk  before^ 

High  o'er  the  poop  th'  audacious  feas  afpire, 

Uproll'd  in  hills  of  fluftuating  fire. 

As  fome  fell  conqueror,  frantic  with  fuccefs. 

Sheds  o'er  the  nations  ruin  and  dillrefs  ; 

So,  while  the  wat'ry  wildernefi  he  roams, 

Incens'd  to  fevenfold  rage  the  tempeft  foams ; 

And  o'er  the  trembling  pines,  above,  below. 

Shrill  thro'  the  cordage  howls,  with  notes  of  woe. 

Nov/  thunders,  wafted  from  the  burning  zone. 

Growl,  from  afar,  a  deaf  and  hollow  groan  ! 

The  Ihip's  high  battlements,  to  either  fide 

For  ever  rocking,  drink  the  briny  tide  : 

Her  joints  unhing'd,  in  palfied  languors  play. 

As  ice  diiTolves  beneath  the  noon-tide  ray. 

The  flcies,  afunder  torn,  a  deluge  pour  ; 

The  impetuous  hail  defcends  in  whirling  fliower. 

High  on  the  mafts,  with  pale  and  livid  rays. 

Amid  the  gloom  portentous  meteors  blaze. 

Th'  aetherial  dome,  in  mournful  pomp  array 'd. 

Now  lurks  behind  impenetrable  Ihade  j 

Now,  flaihing  round  intolerable  light. 

Redoubles  all  the  terrors  of  the  night. 

Such  terror  Sinai's  quaking  hill  o'erfpread, 

WTien  heaven's  loud  trumpet  founded  o'er  his  head. 

It  feem'd,  the  wrathful  Angel  of  the  wind 

Had  all  the  horrors  of  the  fkies  combin'd  ; 

Ami 
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And  here,  to  one  ill-fated  fhip  oppos'd. 
At  once  the  dreadful  magazine  difclos'd. 
And  lo  !  tremendous  o'er  the  deep  he  fprings, 
Th'  inflaming  fulphur  fialhing  from  his  wings  ! — 
Hark  !  his  ftrong  voice  the  difmal  filence  breaks ; 
Mad  chaos  from  the  chains  of  death  awakes  ! 
Loud  and  more  loud  the  rolling  peals  enlarge. 
And  blue  on  deck  their  blazing  fides  difcharge  : 
There,  all  aghafl,  the  Ihivering  wretches  flood. 
While  chill  fufpence  and  fear  congeal 'd  their  blood. 
Now  in  a  deluge  burfls  the  living  flame. 
And  dread  concufllon  rends  th'  aitherial  frame  ; 
Sick  earth  convulfive  groans  from  fiiore  to  ftiore. 
And  nature  fliuddering  feels  the  horrid  roar. 

Still  the  fad  profpeft  rifes  on  my  fight, 
Reveal'd  in  all  its  mournful  {hade  and  light. 
Swift  thro'  my  pulfes  glides  the  kindling  lire. 
As  lightning  glances  on  th'  eleftric  wire. 
But  ah  !  the  force  of  numbers  ftrives  in  vain. 
The  glowing  fcene  unequal  to  fufliain. 

But  lo  !  at  lafl:,  from  tenfold  darknefs  born. 
Forth  ifliies  o'er  the  wave  the  weeping  morn. 
Hail,  facred  vifion  I  who,  on  orient  wing. 
The  cheering  dawn  of  light  propitious  bring  ! 
All  nature  fmiling  haii'd  the  vivid  ray. 
That  gave  her  beauties  to  returning  day  : 
All  but  our  fliip,  that,  groaning  on  the  tide. 
No  kind  relief,  no  gleam  of  hope  defcry'd. 
For  now,  in  front,  her  trembling  inmates  fee 
The  hills  of  Greece  emerging  on  the  lee. 

So' 
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So  the  loft  lover  views  that  fatal  morn. 

On  which,  for  ever  from  his  bofom  torn. 

The  nymph  ador*d  refigns  her  blooming  charms. 

To  blefs  with  love  feme  happier  rival's  arms. 

So  to  Eliza  dawn'd  that  cruel  day. 

That  tore  ^ceas  from  her  arms  away  ; 

That  faw  him  parting,  never  to  return, 

Herfelf  in  funeral  flames  decreed  to  bum. 

O  yet  in  clouds,  thou  genial  fource  of  light. 

Conceal  thy  radiant  glories  from  our  light  ! 

Go,  with  thy  fmile  adorn  the  happy  plain. 

And  gild  the  fcenes  where  health  and  pleafure  reign : 

But  let  not  here,  in  fcorn,  thy  wanton  beam 

Infult  the  dreadful  grandeur  of  my  theme  ! 

While  ftioreward  now  the  bounding  vefl"el  flies. 
Full  in  her  van  St.  George's  cliffs  arife  : 
High  o'er  the  reft  a  pointed  crag  is  feen. 
That  hung  projedling  o'er  a  mofly  green. 
Nearer  and  nearer  now  the  danger  grows. 
And  all  their  fkill  relentlefs  fates  oppofe. 
For,  while  more  eaftward  they  direft  the  prow. 
Enormous  waves  the  quivering  deck  o'erflow. 
While,  as  ftae  wheels,  unable  to  fubdae 
Her  fallies,  ftill  they  dread  her  brcaching-to  *. 

*  Broachlng-to,  is  a  fudden  and  involuntary  movement  In 
navigation,  wherein  a  rtiip,  whilft  fcudding  or  failing  before  the 
wind,  unexpeOedly  turns  her  fide  to  windward.  It  is  generally 
ocCafioned  by  the  difficulty  of  lleering  her,  or  by  fomc  difafler 
happening  to  the  machinery  of  Uic  helm.    See  the  laft  note  of 

the  Second  CanW 
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Alarming  thought !  for  now  no  more  a-Iee 

Her  riven  fide  could  bear  th'  invading  fea  ; 

And  if  the  following  furge  fhe  feuds  before. 

Headlong  fhe  runs  upon  the  dreadful  fhore  ; 

A  fhore  where  fhelves  and  hidden  rocks  abound. 

Where  death  in  fecrct  ambufh  lurks  around.— 

Far  lefs  difmay'd,  Anchifes'  wandering  fon 

Was  feen  the  firaits  of  Sicily  to  fhun  : 

When  Palinurus,  from  the  helm,  defcry'd 

The  rocks  of  Scylla  on  his  eaftcrn  fide  ; 

While  in  the  weft,  with  hideous  yawn  difclos'd. 

His  onward  path  Charybdis'  gulph  oppos'd ; 

The  double  danger  as  by  turns  he  view'd. 

His  wheeling  bark  her  arduous  track  purfu'd. 

Thus,  while  to  right  and  left  deflruftion  lies. 

Between  th'  extremes  the  daring  velfel  flies. 

With  boundlefs  involution,  burlling  o'er 

The  marble  cliffs,  loud-dafhing  furges  roar. 

Hoarfe  thro'  each  winding  creek  the  tempeft  raves; 

And  hollow  rocks  repeat  the  groan  of  waves. 

Deflrudlion  round  th'  infatiate  coafl  prepares. 

To  crulh  the  trembling  fhip,  unnum.ber'd  fnares. 

But  haply  now  fhe  'fcapes  the  fatal  flrand, 

Tho'  fcarce  ten  fathoms  diflant  from  the  land. 

Swift  as  the  weapon  ifTuing  from  the  bow. 

She  cleaves  the  burning  waters  with  her  prow  ; 

And  forward  leaping,  with  tumultuous  hafte. 

As  on  the  tempeft's  wing,  the  ifle  fhe  paft^ 

With  longing  eyes,  and  agony  of  mind. 

The  failors  view  this  refuge  left  behind  j 

Happy 
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Happy  to  bribe,  with  India's  richeft  ore, 
A  fafe  acceffion  to  that  barren  (hore  ! 

When  in  the  dark  Peruvian  mine  confin'd. 
Loft  to  the  chearful  commerce  of  mankind. 
The  groaning  captive  wailes  his  life  away. 
For  ever  exil'd  from  the  realms  of  day  ; 
Not  equal  pangs  his  bofom  agonife. 
When  far  above  the  facred  light  he  eyes. 
While,  all  forlorn,  the  viftim  pines  in  vain. 
For  fcenes  he  never  Ihall  poffefs  again. 

But  now  Athenian  mountains  they  defcry. 
And  o'er  the  furge  Colonna  frowns  on  high. 
Befide  the  cape's  projecling  verge  is  plac'd 
A  range  of  columns,  long  by  time  defac'd  ; 
Pirll  planted  by  devotion  to  fullain, 

elder  times,  Tritonia's  facred  fane. 

-ims  the  wild  beach  below  with  mad'ning  rage, 

acre  waves  and  rocks  a  dreadful  combat  wage. 
1  he  fickly  heaven,  fermenting  with  its  freighr, 
Stiil  vomits  o'er  the  main  the  feverifti  weight  : 
And  now,  while  wing'd  with  ruin  from  on  high, 
~;iro'  the  rent  cloud  the  ragged  lightnings  fly, 
.  Rafh,  quick-glancing  on  the  nerves  of  light. 
Struck  the  pale  helmfman  with  eternal  night : 
Rodmond,  who  heard  a  piteous  groan  behind, 
Touch'd  with  compaffion  gaz'd  upon  the  blind  > 
And,  while  around  his  fad  companions  croud. 
He  guides  th'  unhappy  visftim  to  the  Ihroud. 
Kie  thee  aloft,  my  gallant  friend  !  he  cries  j 
Thy  only  fuccour  on  the  maft  relies  !— 

The 
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The  helm,  bereft  of  half  its  vital  force. 
Now  fcarce  fubda'd  the  wild  unbridled  courfe  : 
Quick  to  th'  abandon 'd  wheel  Arion  came. 
The  Ihip's  lempeftuous  fallies  to  reclaim. 
Amaz'd  he  faw  her,  o'er  the  founding  foam 
Upborn,  to  right  and  left  dillradted  roam. 
So  gaz'd  young  Phaeton,  with  pale  difmay. 
When  mounted  on  the  flaming  car  of  day. 
With  ralh  and  impious  hand  the  ftripling  try'd 
Th'  immortal  courfers  of  the  fun  to  guide  — 
The  veffel,  while  the  dread  event  draws  nigh. 
Seems  more  impatient  o'er  the  waves  to  fly  : 
Fate  fpurs  her  on.— Thus  iffuing  from  afar. 
Advances  to  the  fun  feme  blazing  liar  ; 
And,  as  it  feels  th'  attraftion's  kindling  force. 
Springs  onward  with  accelerated  courfe. 

With  mournful  look  the  feamen  ey'd  the  llrand. 
Where  death's  inexorable  jaws  expand  : 
Swift  from  their  minds  elaps'd  all  dangers  part. 
As,  dumb  with  terror,  they  beheld  the  laft. 
Now  on  the  trembling  fhrouds,  before,  behind. 
In  mute  fufpence  they  mount  into  the  wind.— 
The  Genius  of  the  deep,  on  rapid  wing. 
The  black  eventful  moment  feem'd  to  bring. 
The  fatal  Sillers,  on  the  furge  before, 
Yok'd  their  infernal  horfes  to  the  prore. — 
The  fteerfmen  now  receiv'd  their  laft  command 
To  wheel  the  veffel  fidelong  to  the  ftrand. 
Twelve  failors,  on  the  foremaft  who  depend. 
High  on  the  platform  of  the  top  afcend  j 

Fatal 
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Fatal  retreat !  for  while  the  plunging  prow 
Immerges  headlong  in  the  wave  below, 
Dtown-preft  by  wat'ry  weight  the  bowfprit  bends,  . 
And  from  above  the  Hem  deep  crafhing  rends. 
Eeneath  her  beak  the  floating  ruins  lie  ; 
The  foremaft  totters,  unfuftain'd  on  high  : 
And  now  the  fiiip,  fore-lifted  by  the  fea,  . 
Hurls  the  tall  fabric  backward  o'er  her  lee  j 
While,  in  the  general  wreck,  the  faithful  ftay 
Drags  the  main-topmaft  from  its  poft  away. 
Flung  from  the  mall,  the  feamen  ftrive  in  vain  ' 
Thro'  hoftile  floods  their  vefTel  to  regain. 
The  waves  they  buffet,  till,  bereft  of  ftrength,  - 
O'erpower'd  they  yield  to  cruel  fate  at  length. 
The  hoftile  waters  clofe  around  their  head. 
They  flnk  for  ever,  number'd  with  the  dead  ! 

Thofe  who  remain  their  fearful  doom  await. 
Nor  longer  mourn  their  loft  companions'  fate. 
The  heart  that  bleeds  with  forrows  all  its  own,  , 
Forgets  the  pangs  of  friendftiip  to  bemoan.—  - 
Albert  and  Redmond  and  Palemon  here. 
With  young  Arion,  on  the  maft  appear ; 
Even  they,  amid  th'  unfpeakable  diftrefs. 
In  every  look  diftrafting  thoughts  confefs  ; 
In  every  vein  the  refluent  bicod  congeals,  . 
And  every  bofom  fatal  terror  feels. 
Indos'd  with  all  the  demons  of  the  main. 
They  view'd  th'  adjacent  (bore,  but  view'd  in  vain,>. 
Such  torments  in  the  drear  abodes  of  hell. 
Where  fad  defpair  laments  with  rueful  yell. 
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Such  torments  agonize  the  dahiried  breaff. 

While  fancy  views  the  manfions  of  the  bleft. 

For  heaven's  fweet  help  their  fuppliant  cries  implore; 

Eut  heaven,  relentlefs,  deigns  to  help  no  more  ! 

And  now,  laih'd  on  by  delliny  ferere,' 
With  horror  fraughti  the  dreadful  fcene  drew  near  ! 
The  fhip  hangs  hovering  on  the  verge  of  death. 
Hell  yawns,  rOcks  rife,  and  breakers  roar  beneath  !— 
In  vain,  alas  !  the  facred  Ihades  of  yore 
Would  arm  the  mind  with  philofophic  lore  ; 
In  vain  they'd  teach  us,  at  the  lateft  breath. 
To  fmile  ferene  amid  the  pangs  of  death. 
Even  Zeno's  felf,  and  Epiftetus  old. 
This  fell  abyfs  had  (hudder'd  to  behold. 
Had  Socrates,  for  godlike  virtue  fam'd. 
And  vvifeft  of  the  ions  of  men  proclaim'd, 
Beheld  this  fcene  of  phrenzy  and  difl'rcfs. 
His  foul  had  trembled  to  its  laft  recefs  !  -^ 
O  yet  confirm  my  heart,  ye  powers  above. 
This  laft  tremendous  fliock  of  fate  to  prove. 
The  tottering  frame  of  reafon  yet  fuftain  ! 
Nor  let  this  total  ruin  whirl  my  brain  ! 

In  vain  the  cords  and  axes  were  prepar'd. 
For  now  th'  audacious  feas  infult  the  yard ; 
High  o'er  the  fhip  they  throw  a  horrid  Ihade, 
And  o'er  her  burft,  in  terrible  cafcade. 
Uplifted  on  the  farge,  to  heaven  Ihe  flies, 
Her  Ihatter'd  top  half  buried  in  the  ikies. 
Then  headlong  plunging  thunders  on  the  ground. 
Earth  groans  !  air  trembles  !  and  the  deeps  relound  ( 

Her 
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Her  giant  balk  the  dread  coticuffion  feels. 
And  qtdvering  with  the  wound,  in  tdrfllefit,  reds. ' 
So  reels,  ccnvuls'd  with  agonillitg  threes. 
The  bleeding  bull  befleath  the  murd'rer's  blows.—* 
Again  Ihe  plunges  !  hark  !   a  fecond  fhock 
Tears  her  ftrong  bottom  on  the  marble  rock  ! 
Down  on  the  vale  of  death,  with  difmal  cries. 
The  fated  vifHtns  ibnddering  roll  their  eyes 
In  wild  defpair  J  while  yet  another  ftroke, 
V,  ith  deep  convulfion,  rends  the  fclid  oak  : 
Till  like  the  rtiinei  in  whofe  infernal  cell 
The  lurking  daemons  of  deftruftion  dwell. 
At  length  afunder  torn  her  frame  divides. 
And  crafnihg  fpreads  in  ruin  o'er  the  tides. 
O  were  it  mine  with  tuneful  Maro's  art 
To  wake  to  fymj  athy  the  feeling  heart ; 
Like  him  the  fmooth  and  mournful  verfe  to  drefs 
In  all  the  pomp  of  exquifite  diHrefs  ! 
Then,  too  feverely  taught  by  cruel  fate 
To  fliare  in  all  the  perils  I  relate. 
Then  might  I  with  unrivall'd  llrains  deplore 
Th'  impervicus  horrors  of  a  leev>ard  Ihore. 

As  o'er  the  furge  the  ftooping  raain-maft  hung^ , 
Still  on  the  rigging  thirty  feamen  clung  : 
Some,  ilruggiing,  on  a  broken  crag  were  cail. 
And  there  by  oozy  tangles  grappled  faft  : 
Awhile  they  bore  th'  o'erwheJming  billows  rage, . 
Unequal  combat  with  their  fate  to  wage  ; 
'  ^  ill  all  benurab'd  and  feeble  they  forego 
-  -ieir  llippery  hold,  and  fmk  to  ftiadee  below. 

T  2  Somc>. 
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Some,  from  the  main-yard-arm  impetuous  throwre 
On  marble  ridges,  die  without  a  groan. 
Three  with  Palemon  on  their  fkill  depend. 
And  from  the  wreck  on  oars  and  rafts  defcend. 
Now  on  the  mountain -wave  on  high  they  ride. 
Then  downward  plunge  beneath  th'  involving  tide  > 
Till  one,  who  feems  in  agony  to  ftrive. 
The  whirling  breakers  heave  on  (hore  alive  ; 
The  reft  a  fpeedier  end  of  anguifli  knew. 
And  preft  the  ftony  beach,  a  lifelefs  crew  ! 

Next,  O  unhappy  chief!  th'  eternal  doom 
Of  heaven  decreed  thee  to  the  briny  tomb  1 
What  fcenes  of  mifery  torment  thy  view  ! 
What  painful  ftruggles  of  thy  dying  crew  ! 
Thy  perilh'd  hopes  all  buried  in  the  flood, 
O'erfpread  with  corfes  1  red  with  human  blood  I 
So  pierc'd  with  anguifh  hoary  Priam  gaz'd. 
When  Troy's  imperial  domes  in  ruin  blaz'd  ; 
While  he,  fevereft  forrow  doom'd  to  feel, 
Expir'd  beneath  the  vidlor's  murdering  Reel. 
Thus  with  his  helplefs  partners  till  the  laft. 
Sad  refuge  !   Albert  hugs  the  floating  maft  ; 
His  foul  could  yet  fuftain  the  mortal  blow. 
But  droops,  alas  !  beneath  fuperior  woe  : 
For  now  foft  nature's  fympathetic  chain 
Tugs  at  his  yearning  heart  with  powerful  ftrain  ; 
His  faithful  wife  for  ever  doom'd  to  mourn 
For  him,  alas  !  who  never  Ihall  return  ; 
To  black  adveriity's  approach  expos'd. 
With  want  and  hardihips  unforefeen  enclos'd  : 

Hi» 
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His  lovely  daughter  left  without  a  friend. 
Her  innocence  to  fuccour  and  defend  ; 
By  youth  and  indigence  fet  forth  a  prey 
To  lawlefs  guUt,  that  flatters  to  betray— 
While  thefe  refledtions  rack  his  feeling  mind, 
Rodmond,  ^ho  hung  befide,  his  grafp  refign'd  ; 
And,  as  the  tufnbling  waters  o'er  him  roll'd. 
His  out-ftretch'd  arms  the  maiter's  legs  enfold.— 
5ad  Albert  feels  the  difkdution  near. 
And  ftrives  in  vain  his  fetter'd  limbs  to  clear ; 
For  death  bids  every  clinching  joint  adhere. 
All-faint,  to  heaven  he  throws  his  dying  eyes. 
And,  **  O  protedl  my  wife  and  child  !"  he  cries  : 
The  gufhing  ftreams  roll  back  th'  unfinifh'd  found  I 
He  gafps  !  he  dies  !  and  tumbles  to  the  ground  1 

Five  only  left  of  all  the  perifti'd  throng. 
Yet  ride  the  pine  which  Ihoreward  drives  along  ; 
With  thefe  Arion  iHll  his  hold  fecures. 
And  all  the  affaults  of  hoftile  waves  endures. 
O'er  the  dire  profpedl  as  for  life  he  ftrives. 
He  looks  if  poor  Palemon  yet  furvives. 
Ah  wherefore,  trufting  to  unequal  art, 
Didft  thou,  incautious  !  from  the  wreck  depart  ? 
Alas  !  thefe  rocks  all  human  fkill  defy. 
Who  ftrikes  them  once  beyond  reMef  mnft  die  : 
And  now,  fore  wounded,  xhou  perhaps  art  toft 
On  thefe,  or  in  feme  oozy  cavern  loft. 
Thus  thought  Arion,  anxious  gazing  round 
In  vain,  his  eyes  no  more  Palemon  found. 

T3  The 
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The  demons  of  deftrudlion  hover  nigh. 

And  thick  their  mortal  fliatts  commiffion'd  fly. 

And  now  a  breaking  furge,  with  forceful  fway. 

Two  next  Arion  furious  tears  away. 

Hurl'd  on  the  crags,  behold,  they  gafp  1  they  bleed  ! 

And,  groaning,  cljng  upon  th'  ejufive  weed  [— 

Another  billow  burfts  in  boundlefs  rear  ! 

Arion  ii«ks  !  and  Memory  views  no  more  ! 

Ka  !  total  night  and  horror  here  prefide  ! 
My  ftunn'd  ear  tingles  to  the  whizzing  tide  I 
It  is  the  funeral  knell !  and,  gliding  near, 
Methinks  the  phantoms  of  the  dead  appear  ! 

But  lo  !  emerging  from  the  watery  grave. 
Again  they  float  incumbent  on  the  wave  ! 
Again  the  difm<.l  profped  opens  round. 
The  wreck,  the  ihores,  the  dying,  and  the  drown'dl 
And  fee  !  enfeebled  by  repeated  fnocks, 
Thofe  two  who.fcrambis  on.th'  adjacent  rocks. 
Their  faithlefs  hpld  no  Iqnger  can  retain. 
They  fmk  o'erwhelm'd,  and  never  rife  again  ! 

Two  wiih  Arion  yet  ijiijS  jngft  upbore. 
That  now  above  the  ridges  regch'd  the  fhore  : 
Still  ittsifl^ng  tp  .4efQend,  they  downward  gaze. 
With  horror  p^e,  ^nd  t'oi-pid  with  amaze  : 
^he  ilcods  recoil  I  the  ground  appears  below  ! 
And  li/e'i  fi^int  jeroh^ers  new  rekindling  glow  : 
Awhile  they  v.a^t  th'  exh.aujfted  wave's  retreat. 
Then  clii^b  flow  up  the  beach  with  h-ands  and  ft:et. 
O  Heaven  !  deliver'd  by  whofe  fovereign  har.d, 
btill  on  the  brir.-k  of  hell  they  {huddering  ftacd, 

K-eceive 
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Receive  the  languid  incenfe  they  bellow. 
That  damp  with  death  appears  not  yet  to  glow. 
To  thee  each  foul  the  warm  oblation  pays. 
With  trembling  ardour  of 'unequal  praiie  ; 
In  every  heart  difmay  with  wonder  ftrives. 
And  Hope  the  ifickenM  fpark  of  life  revives  ; 
Her  magic  powers  their  exil'd  health  rellore. 
Till  horror  and  defpair  are  felt  no  more. 

A  troop  of  Grecians  \vho  inhabit  nigh. 
And  oft  thefe  perils  of  the  deep  defcry, 
Rous'd  by  the  bluftering  tempelt  of  the  night. 
Anxious  had  climb'd  Colonna's  neighbouring  height  ; 
When  gazing  downward  on  th'  adjacent  flood. 
Full  to  their  view  the  fcene  of  ruin  ftocd ; 
The  furf  with  mangled  bodies  ftrew'd  around. 
And  thofe  yet  breathirg  on  the  fea-wafti'd  ground  ! 
Tho'  loft  to  fcience  and  the  nobler  arts. 
Yet  nature's  Idte  iniorm'd  their  feeling  hearts  : 
Strait  down  the  vale  with  haft'ning  fteps  they  hied> 
Th'  unhappy  fufferers  to  affift  and  guide. 

Mean  while  thofe  three  efcap'd  beneath  explore 
The  firfl  adventurous  youth  who  reach'd  the  fliore : 
Panting,  with  eyes  averted  from  the  day, 
F.jne,  helplefs,  on  the  tangly  beach  he  lay — 
It  is  Palemon  :— oh  !  what  tumults  roll 
With  hope  and  terror  in  Arion's  foul  ! 
1 1  yet  unhurt  he  lives  again  to  view 
i  xii  friend  and  this  fole  remnant  of  our  crew  ! 
Vv  ith  us  to  travel  thro'  this  foreign  zone, 

r.d  fhare  the  future  good  or  ili  unknown. 

T  4  Arion 
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Arion  thus ;  but  ah  !  fad  doom  of  fate  ! 
That  bleeding  Memory  forrows  to  relate. 
While  yet  afloat  on  fome  refifting  rock. 
His  ribs  were  dafh'd  and  fradur'd  with  the  Ihock  : 
Heart-piercing  iight !  thofe  cheeks  fo  late  array'd 
In  beauty's  bloom,  are  pale  with  mortal  ftiade  I 
Diftilling  blood  his  lovely  breaft  o'erfpread, 
.  And  clogg'd  the  golden  trefles  of  his  head  ! 
Nor  yet  the  lungs  by  this  pernicious  ftroke 
Were  wounded,  or  the  vocal  organs  broke. 
Down  from  his  neck,  with  blazing  gems  array'd. 
Thy  image,  lovely  Anna  !  hung  portray'd ; 
Th'  unconfcious  figure  fmiling  all  ferene, 
^Sufpended  in  a  golden  chain  was  feen. 
Hadft  thou,  foft  maiden  !  in  this  hour  of  woe. 
Beheld  him  v/rithing  from  the  deadly  blow. 
What  force  of  art,  what  language  could  exprefs 
Thine  agony  ?  thine  exquifite  diftrefs  ? 
■But  thou,  alas  !  art  doom'd  to  weep  in  vain 
For  him  thine  eyes  ihall  never  fee  again  ! 
With  dumb  amazement  pale,  Arion  gaz'd. 
And  cautioufly  the  wounded  youth  uprais'dj 
Palemon  then,  with  cruel  pangs  oppreft. 
In  faultering  accents  thus  his  friend  addrefs'd  : 

"  O  refcu'd  from  defcruclion  late  fo  nigh, 
"  Beneath  whofe  fatp.l  influence  doom'd. I  lie  ; 
'*  Are  we  then  exil'd  to  this  laft  retreat 
*'  Of  life,  unhappy !  thus  decreed  to  meet  ? 
"  Ah  !  how  unlike  what  yefl;er-morn  enjoy 'd, 
"*'  Inchanting  hope^,  for  ever  now  deflroy'd  ! 

"  For 
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«'  For  wounded  far  beyond  all  healing  power, 

*'  Palemon  dies,  and  this  his  final  hour  : 

*'  By  thofe  fell  breakers,  where  in  \'ain  I  ftrove, 

*'  At  once  cut  off  from  fortune,  life  and  love  ! 

*'  Far  other  fcenes  muft  foon  prefent  my  fight, 

"  That  lie  deep-buried  yet  in  tenfold  night. 

**  Ah  1  wretched  father  of  a  wretched  fon, 

**  Whom  thy  paternal  prudence  has  undone  ! 

*'  How  will  remembrance  of  this  blinded  care 

*•  Bend  down  thy  head  with  anguiih  and  defpairl 

*'  Such  dire  efFefts  from  avarice  arife, 

**  That,  deaf  to  nature's  voice,  and  vainly  wife, 

'*  \A'ith  force  fevere  endeavours  to  controul 

"  The  nobleft  paflions  that  infpire  the  foul. 

**"  Bat  O,  thou  facred  Power  !  whofe  law  conneds 

''  Th'  eternal  chain  of  caufes  and  effefts, 

*'  Let  not  thy  chaftening  minifters  of  rage 

"  Afilicl  with  fharp  remorfe  his  feeble  age  ! 

*'  And  you,  Arion  !  who  with  thefe  the  laft 

"  Of  all  our  crew  furvive  the  Shipwreck  part — 

*'  Ah  !  ceafe  to  mourn  !   thofe  friendly  tears  rellrain  ! 

"  Nor  give  my  dying  moments  keener  pain  ! 

"  Since  heaven  may  foon  thy  wandering  fteps  reftore, 

**  When  parted  hence,  to  England's  diflant  Ihore; 

♦'  Shouldft  thou,  th'  unwilling  meirenger  of  fate, 

"  To  him  the  tragic  ftory  firft  relate, 

"  Oh  !  friendlhip's  generous  ardour  then  fupprefs  ! 

"  Nor  hint  the  fatal  caufe  of  my  diftrefs  ; 

••'  Nor  let  each  horrid  incident  fuftain 

*'  The  lengthen'd  tale  to  aggravate  his  pain. 

"  Ah! 
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"  Ah  !  then  remember  well  my  laft  requefl 
*'  For  her  who  reigns  for  ever  in  my  brealt ; 
"  Yet  let  him  prove  a  father  and  a  friend, 
*'  The  helpleis  maid  to  fuccour  and  defend. 
*'  Say,  I  this  fuit  implor'd  with  parting  breath, 
**  So  heaven  befriend  him  at  his  hour  of  death  1 
**  But  oh  !  to  lovely  Anna  {houldll  thou  tell 
*'  What  dire  untifaely  pnd  thy  friend  befel, 
*'  Draw  o'er  the  difmal  fcene  foft  pity's  veil, 
*'  And  lightly  touch  the  lamentable  tale  : 
*'  Say  that  my  love,  inviolably  true, 
*'  No  change,  no  diminution  ever  knew, 
*'  Lo  !  her  bright  image,  pendept  on  my  neck, 
**  Is  all  Palemon  refcu'd  from  the  wreck ; 
**  1  ake  it  and  fay,  when  panting  in  the  wave, 
*'  I  Ibuggled,  life  and  this  alone  to  fave ! 

"  My  foul  that  fluttering  hailens  tq  be  free, 
**  Would  yet  a  train  of  thoughts  impart  to  thee, 
*'  But  ftrives  in- vain  1  —  the  chilling  ice  of  death 
*'  Congeals  my  blood,  and  choalss  the  Ilreara  ofbreath 
*'  Refign'd  ihe  quits  her  comfortlefs  abpde, 
**  To  courfe  th^t  long,  unknown,  eternal  road. — 
*'  O  facred  Source  of  ever-living  light  ! 
"  Conduft  the  weary  yvanderer  in  her  Eight ! 
*'  Direct  her  onward  to  that  peaceful  fliore, 
*'  Where  peril,  pain  and  deadi  are  felt  no  more  ! 

"  When  thou  fome  tale  of  hapiefs  love  fnalt  hear, 
*'  That  fteals  from  pity's  eye  the  melting  tear, 
*'  Of  two  chaile  hearts,  by  luutuiil  paiEon  join'd* 
••  To  abfence,  forrovv  and  defpair  confign'd. 

Oh! 
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*'  Oh  !  then,  to  Avell  the  tides  of  focial  woe, 
"  That  heal  th'  afflicted  boforo  they  o'erflow, 
"  While  Memory  did:ate}»,  this  fad  Shipwreek  tell, 
*'  And  what  dilbefs  thy  wretched  friend  befel  ! 
"  Then,  while  in  ilreams  of  foft  conipafiion  drowa'd, 
*•  The  fwains  lament,  and  maidens  weep  around; 
*'  While  lifping  children,  touch'd  with  infant  fear, 
"  With  wxinder  gaze,  and  drop  th'  unconfcious  tear} 
**  Oh  !  then  this  moral  bid  their  fouls  retain, 
"■*'  All  tiioughts  of  happinefs  on  earth  are  vain  *." 

The  lail  faint  accents  trembled  on  his  ^tongue. 
That  now  inatftive  to  the  palate  clung  ; 
His  bofom  heaves  a  mortal  groan — he  dies  1 
-And  Ihades  eternal  iink  upon  his  eyes  ! 

'As  thus  defac'd  in  de^th  Palemon  lay, 
Arion  gaz'd  upon  the  lifelefs  clay  4 
Transfix'd  he  ftocd,  with  ai^'ful  terror  fiU'd, 
While  down  his  cheei:  me  lilent  drops  diliiil'i. 

Oh,  ill-  ftarr'd  vot'ry  of  unfpotted  truth ! 
•Untimely  perifh'd  in  the  bloom  of  youth, 
-Should  e'er  thy  friend  arrive  on  Albion's  land. 
He  will  obey,  tho'  painful,  thy  demand  : 
His  tongue  the  dreadful  ftory  fnall  difplay. 
And  all  the  horrors  of  this  difmal  day  ! 
Difaflrous  day  !  v^^hat  ruin  haft  thou  bred  ! 
What  anguifn  to  the  living  and  the  dead  1 

* fed  fcilicet  ultima  Temper 

Expf£landa  di'j5  homini ;  *'  dicique  beatus 
-Aftteobiuitn  jncajo  fqprcmaque  funera  debet." 

Ovid.  Metam.  lib.  5. 
How 
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How  haft  thou  left  the  widow  all  forlorn. 
And  ever  doom'd  the  orphan  child  to  mourn  ; 
Thro'  life's  fad  journey  hopelefs  to  complain  1 
Can  facred  juftice  thefe  events  ordain  ? 
Sut,  O  my  foul  !   avoid  that  wond'rous  maze. 
Where  reafon,  loft  in  endlefs  error,  ftrays  1 
As  thro'  this  thorny  vale  of  life  we  run. 
Great  Caufe  of  all  efl^efts,  "  Thy  will  be  done  1'* 

Now  had  the  Grecians  on  the  beach  arriv'd. 
To  aid  the  helplefs  few  who  yet  furviv'd  : 
While  pafling  they  behold  the  waves  o'erfpread 
With  fliatter'd  rafts  and  corfes  of  the  dead. 
Three  ftill  alive,  benumb'd  and  faint  they  find. 
In  mournful  filence  on  a  rock  reclin'd. 
The  generous  natives,  mov'd  with  fecial  pain. 
The  feeble  ftrangers  in  their  arms  fuftain  ; 
With  pitying  fighs  their  haplefs  lot  deplore. 
And  lead  them  trembling  from  the  fatal  fhore. 


O  C  C  A- 
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TH  E  fcene  of  death  is  closed,  the  moimiful  ftrain* 
Diffolve  in  dying  languor  on  the  ear  : 
Yet  pity  weeps,  yet  fympathy  complains. 

And  dumb  fufpence  awaits  o'erwhelm'd  with  fear. 

Sut  the  fad  Mufes  with  prophetic  eye 
At  once  the  future  and  the  paft  explore  j 

Their  harps  oblivion's  influence  can  defy. 
And  waft  the  fpirlt  to  th'  eternal  fhore. 

Then,  O  Palemon  1  if  thy  fhade  can  hear 

The  voice  of  Friendlhip  ftill  lament  thy  doom; 

Yet  to  the  fad  oblations  bend  thine  ear. 
That  rife  in  vocal  incenfe  o'er  thy  tomb. 

In  vain,  alas  !  the  gentle  maid  fhall  weep. 
While  fecret  anguilh  nips  her  vital  bloom  ; 

O'er  her  foft  frame  fhall  Hern  difeafes  creep. 
And  give  the  lovely  vi^m  to  the  tomb. 

Re- 
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Relentlefs  phrenzy  ftiall  the  Father  fting. 
Untaught  in  Virtue's  fchool  diftrefs  to  bear  ; 

Severe  remorfe  his  tortur'd  foul  fhall  wring, 
'Tis  his  to  groan  and  pcrifh  in  defpair. 

Ye  loft  companions  of  diftrefs,  adieu  ! 

Your  toils  and  pains  and  dangers  are  no  more  I 
The  tempeft  now  Ihall  howl  unheard  by  you. 

While  ocean  fmites  in  vain  the  trembling  fhore. 

On.you.the  blaft,  furcharg'd  with  rain  and  fnow, 
in  winter*s  difmal  nights  no  more  fhall  beat : 

Unfelt  by  you  the  vertic  fun  may  glow. 
And  fcorch  the  panting  earth  with  baneful  heat. 

No  more  the  joyful  Maid,  the  fprightly  ilrain. 
Shall  wake  the  dance  to  give  you  welcome  heme ; 

Nor  hopelefs  Love  impart  undyirxg  pain. 

When  far  from  fceues  of  focial  joy  you  roam. 

No  more  on  yon  wide  wat'ry  wafte  you  ftray. 
While  hunger  dttd  diftafe  your  life  confuhie ; 

While  parching  thifft,  that  bUrns  with(?ut  allay. 
Forbids  the  blafted  Mft  of  health  to  bloom. 

No  more  you  feel  Contagion's  mortal  breathy 
That  taints  thd  realms  with  mifefy  fevcrej 

No  more  behold  pale  Fairtine,  fcatterihg  death. 
With  crael  favage  defolatc  the  year. 

The 
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The  thundering  drum,  the  trumpet's  fwelling  ftrain> 
Unheard  (ball  form  the  long  embattled  line  : 

Unheard,  the  deep  foundations  of  the  main 
Shall  tremble  when  the  hoflile  fquadrons  join. 

Since  grief,  fatigue  and  hazards  ftill  moleft 
The  wandering  vaflals  of  the  faithlefs  deep, 

O !  happier  now  efcap'd  to  endlefs  reft. 

Than  we  who  ftill  furvive  to  wake  and  weep. 

What  tho*  no  funeral  pomp,  no  borrow'd  tear. 
Your  hour  of  death  to  gazing  crouds  fhall  tell; 

■^  or  weeping  friends  attend  your  fable  bier. 
Who  fadly  Men  to  the  paffing  hell  : 

i  he  tutor'd  %h,  the  vain  parade  of  woe. 

No  real  anguifh  to  the  foul  impart ; 
And  oft,  alas  !  the  tear  that  friends  beftow. 

Belies  the  latent  feelings  of  the  heart. 

Vv'hat  tho*  no  fculptur'd  pile  your  name  difplays. 
Like  thofe  who  perifh  in  their  country's  caufe  ; 

\^'hat  tho'  no  epic  Mufe  in  living  lays 

Records  your  dreadful  daring  with  applaufe  ; 

Full  oft  the  flattering  marble  bids  renown 

With  blazon'd  trophies  deck  the  fpotted  name; 

And  oft,  too  oft,  the  venal  Mufes  crown 
The  flaves  of  vice  with  never-dying  fame. 

Vol.  LXVII.  U  Ve« 
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Yet  fhall  Remembrance  from  Oblivion's  veil 
Relieve  your  fcene,  and  figh  with  gnef  fincsrc  ; 

And  foft  Companion,  at  your  tragic  tale. 
In  illen;  tribute  pay  her  kindred  tear. 


A    POER 


C    *^9    ) 
A 

POEM, 

SACRED   TO    THE   MEMORY 

OF    HIS    ROYAL    HIGHNESS 

FREDERIC   PRINCE   OF   WALES. 

FROM  the  big  horror  of  war's  hoarfe  alarms. 
And  the  tremendous  clang  of  clafhing  arms, 
Defcend,  my  Mufe  L  a  deeper  fcene  to  draw 
(A  fcene  will  hold  the  lift'ning  world  in  awe*) 
Is  my  intent :  Melpomene  infpire. 
While,  with  iad  notes,  I  ftrike  the  trembling  lyre  \ 
And  may  my  lines  with  eafy  motion  flow. 
Melt  as  they  move,  and  fill  each  heart  with  woe  : 
Big  with  the  forrow  it  defcribes,  my  fong. 
In  folemn  pomp,  majeftic,  move  along. 

Oh !  hear  me-  to  fame  awful  iilent  glade 
Where  cedars  form  an  unremitting  fhadc  ; 
Where  never  track  of  human  feet  was  known  j 
Where  never  cheerful  light  of  Phcebus  ihone  ; 
Where  chirping  linnets  wasrble  tales  of  love. 
And  hoarfer  winds  howl  murm'rmg  thro'  the  grove; 

*  Bj  awe,  here,  is  meant  attention. 

U  z  Wh£te 
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Where  fome  unhappy  wretch  ay  mourns  his  doom^ 
Deep  melancholy  wand'ring  thro'  the  gloom  j 
Where  Solitude  and  Meditation  roam. 
And  where  no  dawning  giimpfe  of  hope  can  come  t 
Place  me  in  fuch  an  unfrequented  fhade. 
To  fpeak  tor  none  but  with  the- mighty  dfead  : 
T'  alfift  the  pouring  rains  with  brimful  eyes. 
And  aid  hoarfe  howling  Boreas  with  my  Sght. 
When  Winter's  horrors  left  Britannia's  ifle. 
And  Spring  in  blooming  verdure  'gan  to  fmile  j 
When  rills  unbound,  began  to  purl  along. 
And  warbling  larks  renew'd  the  vernal  fong  ; 
When  fprouting  rofes,  deck'd  in  crimfon  dye,, 

Began  to  bloom,——— 

Hard  fate  I  then,  noble  Fred'rig,  didft  thou  die  e 

Doom'd  by  inexorable  Fate's  decree, 

Th'  approaching  Summer  ne'er  on  earth  to  fee;. 

In  thy  parc-h'd  vitals  burning  fevers  rage, 

Whofe  flame  the  virtue  of  no  herbs  afTwage ; 

No  cooling  med'cine  can  its  heat  allay, 

Relentlefs  Deftiny  cries,  "  No  delayJ' 

Ye  Fow'rs  I  and  muft  a  Prince  fo  noble  die  ? 

(Whofe  equal  breathes  not  under  th'  ambient  flcy:) 

Ah  !  muft  he  die,  then,  in  youth's  full-blown  prime^ 

Cut  by  the  fcythe  of  all-devouring  Time  ? 

Yes,  Fate  has  doom'd !  his  foul  now  leaves  its  weight> 

And  all  are  under  the  decree  of  Fate  j 

Th'  irrevocable  doom  of  Deftiny 

Pronounc'd,  All  mortals  muft  fubmiffive  die^ 

The 
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The  Princes  wait  around  with  weeping  eyes, 
j\nd  the  dome  echoes  all  with  piercing  cries : 
With  doleful  noife  the  matrons  fcream  around. 
With  female  fhrieks  the  vaulted  roofs  rebound  : 
A  difmal  noife  !   Now  one  promifcuous  roar 
Cries,  "  Ah!  the  noble  Fred' rig  is  no  more!** 
The  Chief  reluflant  yields  His  lateft  breath; 
His  eye-lids  fettle  in  the  (hades  of  death  : 
Dark  fable  ftiades  prefent  liefore  each  eye. 
And  the  deep  vaft  atyfs.  Eternity  ! 
Thro'  Perpetiiity's  expanfe  he  fprings ; 
And  o'er  the  vaft  profound  he  (lioots  on  wings  ; 
The  Soul  to  diftant  regions  fteers  her  flight. 

And  fails  incumbent  on  inferior  night ; 

With  vaft  celerity  the  (hoots  away. 

And  meets  the  regions  of  eternal  day,  ' 

To  ihifte  forever  in  the  heav'nly  birth. 

And  leave  the  body  here  to  rot  on  eartlw 

The  melancholy  patriots  round  it  wait. 

And  mourn  the  royal  hero's  timelefs  fate. 

Difconfolate  they  move,  a  mournful  band  1 

In  folemn  pomp  they  march  along  the  ftrand : 

The  noble  Chief  interr'd  in  youthful  bloom. 

Lies  in  the  dreary  regions  of  the  tomb. 
Adown  Augusta's  pallid  vi(age  flow 

The  living  pearls,  with  unafFefted  woe  : 

Difcons'late,  haplefs,  fee  pale  Britain  mourn, 

Abandon'd  iile  !  forfaken  and  forlorn  ! 

With  defp'rate  hands  her  bleeding  breaft  (he  beats ; 
While  o'er  her,  lro'»vnin<;,  grim  Deftruc\ion  threats, 

'U  3  She 
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She  mourns  with  heart-felt  grief,  flie  rends  her  half. 
And  fills  with  piercing  cries  the  echoing  air. 
Well  may'fl  thou  moura  thy  Patriot's  timelefs  end. 
Thy  Mufes  patron,  and  thy  Merchants  friend. 
What  heart  fliall  pity  thy  full-flowing  grief? 
What  hand  now  deign  to  give  thy  poor  relief? 
T'  encourage  arts,  whofe  bounty  now  {hall  flow. 
And  learned  fcience  to  promote,  befl:ow  ? 
Who  now  protefl;  thee  from  the  hofliile  frown. 
And  to  the  irtjor'd  Jufl:  return  his  own  ? 
From  us'ry  and  oppreffion  who  fliall  guard 
The  helplefs,  and  the  threat'ning  ruin  ward? 
Alas  1  the  truly  noble  Briton's  gone. 
And  left  us' here  in  ceafelefs  woe  to  moan  ! 
Impending  Defolation  hangs  around. 
And  ruin  hovers  o'er  the  trembling  ground : 
The  blooming  Spring  droops  her  enamel'd  head. 
Her  glories  wither,  and  her  flow'rs  all  fade  : 
The  fprouting  leaves  already  drop  away ; 
Languifli  the  living  herbs  with  pale  decay  : 
The  bowing  trees,  fee!  o'er  the  blafted  heath. 
Depending,  bend  beneath  the  weight  of  death : 
Wrapp'd  in  th'  expanfive  gloom,  the  lightnings  play, 
Hoarfe  thunder  mutters  thro*  th'  aerial  way  : 
All  nature  feels  the  pangs,  the  fliorms  renev/. 
And  fprouts,  with  fatal  hafte,  the  baleful  yew. 

Some  pow'r  avert  the  threat'ning  horrid  weight. 
And,  godlike,  prop  Britannia's  fmking  fl:ate  ! 
Minerva,  hover  o'er  young  George's  foul; 
jVIay  facrsd  wifdom  all  his  deeds  controul  1 

^Exakdt 
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-Exalted  grandeur  in  each  aftion  ftiine. 
His  condufl  all  declare  the  youth  divihS. 

Methinks  I  fee  him  fhine  a  glorious  ftar. 
Gentle  in  peace,  but  terrible  in  war  ! 
Methiuks  each  region  does  his  praiie  refoond. 
And  nations  tremble  at  his  name  around  ! 
His  fame,  thro'  ev'ry  diftant  kingdom  rung. 
Proclaims  him  of  the  race  from  whence  he  fprung : 
So  fable  fmoke,  in  volumes,  curls  on  high. 
Heaps  roll  on  heaps,  and  blacken  all  the  fky : 
Already  fo,  his  fame,  methinks,  is  hurPd 
Around  th'  admiring  venerating  world. 
5o  the  benighted  wand'rer,  on  his  way. 
Laments  the  abfence  of  all-cheering  day ; 
Far  diftant  from  his  friends  and  native  home. 
And  not  one  glimpfe  does  glimmer  thro'  the  gloom .; 
In  thought  he  breathes,  each  figh  his  lateft  breath, 
Prefent,  each  meditation,  pits  of  death: 
Irreg'lar,  wild  chimieras  fill  his  foul. 
And  death,  and  dying,  every  ftep  controul. 
Till  from  the  eaft:  there  breaks  a  purple  gleam^ 
His  fears  then  vanilh  as  a  fleetmg  dream. 
Hid  in  a  cloud  the  Sun  firll  ihoots  his  ray. 
Then  breaks  effulgent  on  th'  illumin'd  day  ; 
We  fee  no  fpot  then  in  the  flaming  rays, 
Confus'd  and  loft  within  jh'  exceffive  blaze* 
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AGAIN  the  royal  ftreamers  play  ! 
To  glory  Edward  haftes  away  ; 
Adieu,  ye  happy  filvan  bowers. 

Where  Pleafure's  fprightly  throng  await! 
Ye  domes,  where  regal  Grandeur  towers 
In  purple  ornaments  of  (late.!. 
Ye  fcenes  where  Virtue's  .facred  ftrain 
Bids  the  tragic  Mufe  complain  ! 
Where  Satire  treads  the  comic  ftage. 
To  fcourge  and  mend  a  venal  age  ; 
"Where  Mufic  pours  the  foft,  melodious  lay. 
And  melting  Symphonies  congenial  play  I 
Ye  filken  Sons  of  Eafe,  who  dwell 
In  flowery  vales  of  Peace,  farewel ! 

In  vain  the  Goddefs  of  the  Myrtle  Grove 

Her  charms  ineffable  difplays ; 
In  vain  flie  calls  to  happier  realms  of  Love, 
Which  Spring's  unfading  bloom  arrays ; 
In  vain  her  living  rofes  blow, 
.And  ever- vernal  pleafttres  grow  ; 
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The  gentle  fports  of  youth  no  more 
Allure  him  to  the  peaceful  Ihore : 
Arcadian  eafe  no  longer  charms. 

For  War  and  Fame  alone  can  pleafe. 
His  throbbing  bofom  beats  to  arms,  [feas. 

To  War  the  Hero  moves,  thro'  ftorma  and  winter/ 

CHORUS, 

The  gentle  fports  of  youth  no  more 
Allure  him  to  the  peaceful  (horc. 
For  War  and  Fame  alone  can  pleafe  ; 
To  War  the  Hero  moves,  thro'  ftorms  and  wintery  fea^* 

Though  Danger's  hoftile  train  appears 

To  thwart  the  courfe  that  Honour  fteers  ; 

Unmov'd  he  leads  the  rugged  way, 

Defpifing  peril  and  difmay: 

His  Country  calls ;  to  guard  her  laws, 
Lo  !  every  joy  the  gallant  youth  refigns  ; 

Th'  avenging  naval  fword  he  draws. 
And  o'er  the  waves  conducts  her  martial  lines ; 

Hark  1  his  fprightly  clarions  play  ; 

Follow  where  he  leads  the  way  ! 

The  pieicing  fife,  the  founding  drum. 

Tell  the  deeps  their  Mafter  's  come. 

C  H  0  R  -XT  s. 

Hark  !  his  fprightly  clarions  play. 
Follow  where  he  leads  the  way  ! 
The  piercing  fife,  the  founding  drum. 
Tell  the  deeps  their  Mailer  '^  come. 
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Thus  Alcmena's  warlike  Son 
The  thorny  courfe  of  Virtue  run. 
When,  taught  by  her  unerring  voice. 

He  made  the  glorious  choice : 
Severe,  indeed,  th'  attempt  he  kneuv 
Youth's  genial  ardors  to  fubdue  : 
'J!''or  Pleafure  Venus'  lovely  form  aflum'd  ; 

Her  glowing  charms,  divinely  bright, 
In  all  the  pride  of  beauty  bloom'd. 
And  ftruck  his  ravifh'd  fight. 
Transnx'd,  amaz'd, 
Alcides  gaz'd : 
Inchanting  grace 
Adorn'd  her  face. 
And  all  his  changing  looks  confeft 
Th'  alternate  paffions  in  his  breaft  : 
Her  fwelling  bofom  half  reveal'd. 

Her  eyes  that  kindling  raptures  fir'd, 
JV  thoufaud  tender  pains  inlHU'd, 

A  thoufand  flatt'ring  thoughts  infpir'd  :     *_ 
Perfuafion's  fweeteft  language  hung 
In  melting  accent  on  her  tongue  : 
Deep  in  his  heart,   the  winning  tale 

Infus'd  a  magic  power  ; 
She  preil  him  to  the  rofy  vale. 

And  ihew'd  th'  Elyfian  bower : 
Her  hand,  that  trembling  ardors  move, 
Condufts  him  blufhing  to  the  bled  alcove  : 
Ah  !  fee,  o'erpower'd  by  Beauty's  charms. 
And  won  by  Love's  refifdefs  arms. 
The  captive  yields  to  N;it»r«'ii  foft  alarms ! 
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CHORUS. 

Ah!  fee,  o'erpower'd  by  Beauty's  charmii 
And  won  by  Love's  refilHefs  arms, 
The  captive  yields  to  Nature's  foft  alarms  I 

Aflifl,  ye  guardian  Powers  above ! 
From  Ruin  fave  the  fon  of  Jove  I 
By  heavenly  mandate  Virtue  came. 

And  chsck'd  the  fatal  flame  : 
Swift  as  the  quivering  needle  wheels, 
Wliofe  point  the  magnet's  influence  fcela, 
Infpir'd  with  awe. 
He,  turning,  faw 
The  Nymph  divine 
Tranfcendent  (hine-; 
And,  while  he  view'd  the  godlike  maid. 
His  heart  a  facred  impulfe  Iway'd : 
His  eyes  with  ardent  motion  roll, 
.And  Love,  Regret,  and  Hope,  divide  his  fouV 
But  (bon  her  words  his  pain  deftroy. 
And  ail  the  numbers  of  his  heart, 
Retum'd  by  her  celeftial  art. 
Now  fwell'd  to  ftrains  of  nobler  joy.' 
'^      Infirufted  thus  by  Virtue's  lore, 
'His  happy  ileps  the  realms  explore 
V/here  guilt  and  error  are  no  more : 
The  clouds  that  veil'd  his  intelleftual  ray, 
^Before  her  breath  difpeliing,  melt  away.: 

Broke' 
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Broke  loofe  from  Pleafure's  glittering  chain. 
He  fcorn'd  her  foft  inglorious  reign  : 
Convinc'd,  refolv'd,  to  Virtue  then  he  *arn'd, 
And  in  his  breaft  paternal  glory  born'd. 

CHORUS. 

Broke  loofe  from  Pleafure's  glittering  chain. 
He  fcorn'd  the  foft  inglorious  reign : 
Convinc'd,  refolv'd,  to  Virtue  then  he  turn'd* 
And  in  his  breaft  paternal  glory  burn'd. 

-So  when  on  Britain's  other  Hope  fhe  fhone. 
Like  him  the  royal  youth  (he  won  : 
Thus  taught,  he  bids  his  fleet  advance 
To  curb  the  power  of  Spain  and  France : 
Aloft  his  martial  enfigns  flow. 
And  hark  !  his  brazen  trumpets  blow  ! 

The  wat'ry  profound, 

Awak'd  by  the  found. 

All  trembles  around : 
"While  Edward  o'er  the  azure  fields 

Fraternal  wonder  wields :  * 

High  on  the  deck  behold  he  ftands. 
And  views  around  his  floating  bands 

In  awful  order  join  : 
They,  while  the  warlike  trumpet's  ftrain. 
Deep  founding,  fwells  along  the  main^ 

Extend  the  embattled  line. 
Then  Britain  triumphantly  faw 

His  armament  ride 

Supreme  on  the  tide, 

'^  ^  And  o'er  the  vait  Qccaii  give  law. 

«;  H  0  *  u 
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CHORUS. 

Then  Britain  triumphantly  fawf 

His  armament  ride 

Supreme  on  the  tide. 
And  o'er  the  vaft  ocean  give  law. 

Now  with  ihouting  peals  of  joy. 
The  (hips  their  horrid  tubes  difplay. 
Tier  over  tier  in  terrible  array. 

And  wait  the  fignal  to  deftroy  : 
The  failors  all  burn  to  engage  : 

Hark  I  hark  !  their  fhouts  arife. 

And  (hake  the  vaulted  ikies  1 
Exulting  with  bacchanal  rage. 
Then,  Neptune,  the  Hero  revere, 

Whofe  power  is  fuperior  to  thine  ! 
And,  when  his  proud  fquadrons  appear. 

The  trident  and  chariot  refign  1 

CHORUS. 

Then,  Neptune,  the  Hero  revere, 

Whofe  power  is  fuperior  to  thine ! 
And,  when  his  proud  fquadrons  appear. 
The  trident  and  chariot  refign ! 

Albion,  wake  thy  grateful  voice  ! 
Let  thy  hills  and  vales  rejoice  : 
O'er  remoteft  hoftile  regions 

Thy  viflorious  flags  are  known; 
Thy  refiftlefs  martial  legions 

Dreadful  move  from  zcne  to  zone ; 
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Thy  flaming  bolts  unerring  roll. 

And  all  the  trembling  globe  contfoul : 

Thy  feamenr  invincibly  true, 

Ko  menace,  no  fraud,  can  fubdue ; 

To  thy  great  trail 

Severely  juft. 

All  diflbnant  ilrife  they  difclaim  ; 
To  meet  the  foe. 
Their  bofoms  glow  j 

Who  only  are  rivals  in  fame. 

CHORUS. 

Thy  feamen,  invincibly  true. 
No  menace,  no  fraud,   can  fubdue  : 
All  difibnant  ftrife  they  difclaim. 
And  only  are  rivals  in  fame. 

For  Edward  tune  your  harps,  ye  Nine  Z 

Triumphant  ftrike  each  living  Ilring, 
For  him,  in  extacy  divine,- 

Youj-  choral  lo  Pseans  fing  ! 
For  him  your  feftive  concerts,  breathe  ! 
For  him  your  flowery  garlands  wreathe  L 

Wake !  O  wake  the  joyful  fong  I 
Ye  Fauns  of  the  woods. 
Ye  Nymphs  of  the  floods. 

The  mufical  current  prolong  ! 
Ye  Sylvans,  that  dance  on  the  plam,. 

To  fwell  the  grand  chorus  accord  ! 
Ye  Tritons,  that  fport  on  the  main. 

Exulting,  acknowledge  your  Lord  I 
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Till  all  the  wild  numbers  combin'd> 

That  floating  proclaim 

Our  Admiral's  name. 
In  fymphony  roll  on  the  wind  I 

c  H  o  n  u  s. 

Wake  !  O  wake  the  joyful  fong  ! 
Ye  Sylvans,  that  dance  on  the  plain, 
Yc  Tritons,  that  fport  on  the  main. 
The  mufical  current  prolong  ! 

O  !  while  confenting  Britons  praife, 

Thefe  votive  meafures  deign  to  hear  j 

For  thee  my  Mufe  awakes  her  lays. 

For  thee  th'  unequal  viol  plays. 

The  tribute  of  a  foul  fmcere. 

Nor  thou,  illuftrious  Chief,  refufe 

The  incenfe  of  a  nautic  mufe  ! 

For  ah  !  to  whom  ftiall  Neptune's  fons  complain* 

But  him  whofe  arms  unrivall'd  rule  the  main. 

Deep  on  my  grateful  breall 

Thy  favour  is  impreft  : 

No  happy  fon  of  wealth  or  fame 

To  court  a  royal  patron  came  ! 

A  haplefs  youth,  whofe  vital  page 

Was  one  fad  lengthen'd  tale  of  woe. 

Where  ruthlefs  fate,  impelling  tides  of  rage,. 

Bade  wave  on  wave  in  dire  fucceflion  flow. 

To  glittering  ftars  and  titled  names  unknown, 

Preferr'd  his  fuit  to  thee  alone. 

The 
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The  tale  your  facred  pity  mov'd  ;, 
You  felt,  confented,  and  approv'd. 
Then  touch  my  ftrings,  ye  bleft  Pierian  ^uire  I 

Exalt  to  rapture  every  happy  line  I 
My  bofom  kindle  with  Promethean  fire  ? 
And  fwell  each  note  with  energy  divine. 

No  more  to  plaintive  founds  of  woe 

Let  the  vocal  numbers  flow  I 
Perhaps  the  Chief  to  whom  I  fing 

May  yet  ordain  aufpicious  days. 

To  wake  the  lyre  with  nobler  lays. 
And  tune  to  war  the  nervous  firing. 
For  who,  untaught  in  Neptune's  fchool. 
Though  all  the  powers  of  genius  he  polTefs, 
Though  difciplin'd  by  claflic  rule. 

With  daring  pencil  can  difplay 
The  fight  that  thunders  on  the  watery  way,^ 

And  all  its  horrid  incidents  exprefs  ? 
To  him,  my  Mufe,  thefe  warlike  ftrains  belong? 
Source  of  thy  hope,  and  patron  of  thy  fong. 

CHORUS. 

To  him,  my  Mufe,  thefe  warlike  ftrains  belong  1 
Source  of  thy  hope,  and  patron  of  thy  fong. 
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THE 

FOND      LOVER, 

A      BALLAD. 

I. 

A  NYMPH  of  ev'ry  charm  poffefs'4. 
That  native  vinue  gives, 
\^  ithin  my  bofom  all-confefs'd. 

In  bright  idea  lives. 
For  her  my  trembling  numbers  play 

Along  the  pathlefs  deep. 
While  ladly  fecial  with  my  lay 
The  winds  in  concert  weep. 

n. 

if  beauty's  facred  influence  charms 

The  rage  of  adverfe  fate. 
Say  why  the  pleafing  foft  alarms 

Such  cruel  pangs  create  ? 
Since  all  her  thoughts,  by  fenfe  refin'd. 

Unartful  truth  exprefs, 
5ay  wherefore  fenfe  and  truth  are  joiil'd. 

To  give  my  foul  dillrefs  ? 
IIL 
If  when  her  blooming  lips  I  prefs> 

Which  vernal  fragrance  fills. 
Thro*  all  my  veins  the  fweet  exccfii 

In  trembling  motion  thrills  j 
Voj,.  LX\Il.  X  Uf 
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Say  whence  this  fecret  anguifli  grows. 

Congenial  with  my  joy  ? 
And  why  the  touch,  where  pleafure  glows, 

Shou'd  vital  peace  deftroy  ? 
IV. 
If  when  my  fair,  in  melting  foog. 

Awakes  the  vocal  lay. 
Not  all  your  notes,  ye  Phocian  throng. 

Such  pleafiiig  founds  convey; 
Thus  wrapt  all  o'er  with  fondeft  love, 

Wfty  heaves  this  broken  figh  ? 
For  then  my  blood  forgets  to  move, 

I  gaze,  adore,  and  die. 
V. 
Accept,  jny  -charming  maid,  the  ftr;ua 

Which  you  alone  infpire  ; 
To  thee  the  dying  firings  complain 

That  quiver  on  my  lyre. 
O  !  give  this  bleeding  bcfom  eafe. 

That  knows  no  joy  but  thee  j 
Teach  me  thy  happy  art  to  pleafe. 

Or  deign  to  love  like  me. 


THE 
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THE 

DEMAGOGUE. 

BOLD  is  the  attempt,  in  thefe  licentious  times. 
When  with  fach  towering  Ilrides  Sedition  cliinb% 
With  fenfe  or  fatire  to  confront  her  power. 
And  charge  her  in  the  great  decifive  hour: 
Bold  is  the  man,  who,  on  her  conquering  dajr^ 
Stands  in  the  pafs  of  Fate  to  bar  her  way  : 
Whofe  heart,  by  frowning  arrogance  un'aw'd. 
Or  the  deep-lurking  fnares  of  fpecious  fraud. 
The  threats  of  giant-faclion  can  deride. 
And  ftcm,  with  ftubborn  arm,  her  roaring  tide. 
For  him  unnumber'd  brooding  ills  await. 
Scorn,  malice,  infolence,  reproach,  and  hate ; 
At  him,  who  dares  this  legion  to  defy, 
A  thoufand  mortal  ihafts  in  fecrer  fly  : 
Re\'enge,  exulting  with  malignant  joy, 
Purfues  -the  incautious  viftim  to  deftroy  : 
And  Slander  ftrives,  with  unrelenting  aim. 
To  fpit  her  blaiHng  renom  on  his  name  ; 
Around  him  Faftlon's  harpies  flap  their  v^ings. 
And  rhyming  vermin  dart  their  feeble  flings  : 
In  vain  the  wretch  retreats,  while,  in  full  cry. 
Fierce  on  his  throat  the  hungry  blood-houads  fly. 
Inclos'd  with  perils  thus  the  confcious  Mufe, 
Alarm'd,  tho'  undiimay'd,  her  danger  views. 
Nor  Ihall  unmaply  terror  now  controul 
J  he  ftrong  refcntment  ftruggling  in  her  foul^ 

X  2  \^TiUe 


3o6  FALCONER'S    POEMS. 

While  Indignation,  with  refilllefs  ftrain, 
pours  her  full  deluge  thro'  each  fwelling  vein. 
By  the  vile  fear  that  chills  the  coward  breall. 
By  fordid  caution  is  her  voice  fuppreft. 
While  Arrogance,  with  big  theatric  rage. 
Audacious  ilruts  on  Power's  imperial  ftage ; 
While  o'er  our  country,  at  her  dread  command, 
Elack  Difcord,  fcreaming,  fliakes  her  fatal  brand; 
While,  in  defiance  of  maternal  laws. 
The  facrilegious  fword  Rebellion  draws  j 
Shall  flie  at  this  important  hour  retire. 
And  quench  i:^  Lethe's  wave  her  genuine  fire  ? 
Honour  forbid  !  fhe  fears  no  threat'ning  foe. 
When  confcious  JulHce  bids  her  bofom  glow  ; 
And  while  Jhe  kindles  the  reluftant  flame. 
Let  not  the  prudent  voice  of  Friendfhip  blame  ! 
She  feels  the  fting  of  keen  Refentment  goad. 
The'  guiltlefs  yet  of  Satire's  thorny  road. 
Let  other  Quixotes,  frantic  with  renown. 
Plant  on  their  brows  a  tawdry  paper  crown ! 
While  fools  adore,  and  vaflal-bards  obey. 
Let  the  great  Monarch  Afs  thro'  Gotham  bray  ! 
Our  poet  brandiflies  no  mimic  fword. 
To  rule  a  realm  of  dunces  felf-explor'd : 
JSlo  bleeding  vidlims  curfe  his  iron  fway  ; 
Islor  murder'd  reputation  marks  his  way. 
True  to  herfelf,  unarm'd,  the  fearlefs  Mufe 
Thro'  Reafon's  path  her  ileddy  courfe  purfues: 
True  to  herfelf  advances,  undeterr'd 
By  the  rude  clamours  of  the  favage  herd. 


THE  DEMAGOGUE.  3^7 

As  fome  bold  furgeon,  with  inferted  fteel. 
Probes  deep  the  putrid  fore,  intent  to  heal ; 
So  the  rank  ulcers  that  our  Patriot  load. 
Shall  (he  with  cauftic's  healing  fires  corrode. 
Yet  ere  from  patient  flumber  Satire  wakes. 
And  brandifhes  th'  avenging  fcourge  of  fnakes  ; 
Yet  ere  her  eyes,  with  lightning's  vivid  ray. 
The  dark  receffes  of  his  heart  difplay ; 
Let  candour  own  th'  undaunted  pilot's  power. 
Felt  in  fevereft  danger's  trying  hour  ! 
Let  Truth  confenting,  with  the  trump  of  Fame, 
His  glory,  in  aufpicious  ftrains,  proclaim  ! 
He  bade  the  tempeft  of  the  battle  roar. 
That  thunder'd  o'er  the  deep  from  fhore  to  fhore. 
How  oft,  amid  the  horrors  of  the  war, 
Chain'd  to  the  bloody  wheels  of  Danger's  car. 
How  oft  my  bofom  at  thy  name  has  glow'd. 
And  from  my  beating  heart  applaufe  bellow'd  ; 
Applaule,  that,  genuine  as  the  blulh  of  youth 
Unknown  to  guile,  was  fandlify'd  by  truth  ! 
How  oft  I  blelt  the  Patriot's  honed  rage. 
That  greatly  dar'd  to  lafti  the  guilty  age ; 
That,  rapt  with  zeal,  pathetic,  bold,  and  ftrong, 
Roll'd  the  full  tide  of  eloquence  along; 
That  Power's  big  torrent  brav'd  with  manly  pride. 
And  all  Corruption's  venal  arts  defy'd ! 
When  from  afar  thofe  penetrating  eyes 
Beheld  each  fecret  hoftile  fcheme  ariie  ; 
"\\  atch'd  every  motion  of  the  faithlefs  foe, 
Er.5b  plot  o'ertum'd,  and  baffled  ever)'  blow  : 

X  3  A  fond 
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A  fond  enthafiaft,  kindling  at  thy  name, 
I  glow'd  in  fecret  with  congenial  flame  ; 
AVhilc  my  young  bofom,  to  deceit  unknown, 
Believ'd  all  real  virtue  thine  alone. 

Such  then  he  feem'd,  and-fuch  indeed  might  b«>. 
If  Truth  with  Error  ever  could  agree  ! 
Sure  Satire  never  with  a  fairer  hand 
Portray'd  the  objedl  fhe  defign'd  to  brand. 
Alas  !   that  virtue  fhould  fo  loon  decay. 
And  Faction's  wild  applaufe  thy  heart  betray  ! 
The  Mufe  with  fecret  fympathy  relents. 
And  human  failings,  as  a  friend,  laments : 
But  when  thofe  dangerous  errors,  big  with  fate. 
Spread  difcord  and  diftradion  tliro'  the  Hate, 
Reafon  ihould  then  exert  her  utmoft  power 
To  guard  our  paffions  in  that  fatal  hour. 

There  was  a  time,  ere  yet  his  confcious  heart 
Durft  from  the  hardy  path  of  Truth  depart. 
While  yet  with  generous  fentiment  it  glow'd, 
A  ftranger  to  Corruption's  flippery  road  ; 
There  was  a  time  our  Patriot  durft  avo^ 
Thofe  honell  maxims  he  defpifes  now. 
How  did  he  then  his  country's  wounds  bewail. 
And  at  the  infatiate  German  vulture  rail ! 
Whofe  cruel  talons  Albion's  entrails  tore, 
V/hofe  hungry  maw  was  glutted  with  her  gore  I 
The  mills  of  error,  that  in  darknefs  held    , 
Our  reafon,  like  tjip  fun,  his  voice  difpell'd. 
And  lo  !  exhaulled,  with  no  power  to  fave> 
We  view  Britannia  panting  on  the  wave ; 
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Hung  round  her  neck,  a  millftone's  ponderous  weight 
Drags  down  the  ftruggling  viftim  to  her  fate  ! 
While  horror  at  the  thought  our  bofom  feels. 
We  blefs  the  man  this  horror  who  reveals. 

But  what  alarming  thoughts  the  heart  amaze. 
When  on  this  Janus'  other  face  we  gaze  ; 
For,  lo  !  poflell  of  Power's  imperial  reins. 
Our  chief  thofe  vifionary  ills  difdains  ! 
Alas  !  how  foon  the  fteddy  Patriot  turns ! 
In  vain  this  change  aftonifh'd  England  mourns  i 
Her  vital  blood,  iliat  pour'd  from  every  vein,. 
So  late,  to  fill  the  accars'd  Wellphalian  dniin» 
Then  ceas'd  to  flow ;  the  vulture  now  no  more 
With  unrelenting  rage  her  bowels  tore. 
His  magic  rod  transforms  the  bird  of  prey ! 
The  railliione  feels  the  touch,  and  melts  away  ! 
And,  ftrange  to  tell,  ftill  llranger  to  believe. 
What  eyes  ne'er  faw,  and  heart  could  ne'er  conceive* 
At  once,  tranfplanted  by  the  Sorcerer's  wand, 
Columbian  hills  in  diitant  Auftria  ftand  ! 
America,  with  pangs  before  unknown,. 
Now  with  Weftphalia  utters  groan  for  groan  r 
By  fympathy  flie  fevers  with  her  fires> 
Burns  as  (he  burns,  and  as  fhe  dies  expires. 

From  maxims  long  adopted  thus  he  flew,, 
For  ever  changing,  yet  for  e\^t  true  : 
Swoln  wkh  fuccefs,  and  with  applaufe  inflam^f,, 
He  fcorn'd  a^l  caution,  all  advice  difclaim'di 
Arm'd  with  War's  thunder,  he  embrac'd  no- moire 
Thofe  patriot-principles  maintain'd  before 

X  4  Ferverfe* 
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Perverfe,  inconftant,  obftinate,  and  proud. 
Drunk  witb  ambition,  turbulent  and  loud. 
He  wrecks  us  headlong  on  that  dreadful  ftrand 
He  once  devoted  all  his  powers  to  brand  ! 

Our  haplefs  country  views  with  weeping  eyes,- 
On  every  fide,  o'erwhelming  horrors  rife ; 
Drain'd  of  her  wealth,  exhaufted  of  her  power. 
And  agonizM  as  in  the  mortal  hour ; 
Her  armies  wafted  with  inceffant  toils. 
Or  doom'd  to  perifb  in  contagious  foils. 
To  guard  fome  needy  royal  plunderer's  throne. 
And  fent  to  fall  in  battles  not  their  own. 
Th'  enormous  debt  at  home,  tho'  long  o'ercharg'd. 
With  grievous  burdens  annually  enlarg'd  : 
Crulh'd  with  increafing  taxes  to  the  ground. 
That  fuck  like  vampires  every  bleeding  wound  : 
Ground  with  fevere  diftrefs  th'  induftrious  poor. 
Driven  by  the  ruthlefs  landlord  to  the  door. 

While  thus  our  land  her  haplefs  fate  bemoans 
In  fecret,  and  with  inward  forrow  groans  ; 
Tho'  deck'd  with  tinfel  trophies  of  renown. 
All  gafh'd  with  fores,  with  anguilh  bending  down. 
Can  yet  fome  impious  parricide  appear. 
Who  ftrives  to  make  this  anguifh  more  fevere  i 
Can  one  exiftj  fo  much  his  country's  foe. 
To  bid  her  wounds  with  frelh  effufion  flow  ? 

There  can  ;  to  him  in  vain  fhe  lifts  her  eyes. 
His  foul  relentlefs  hears  her  piercing  fighs ! 
Shamclefs  of  front,  impatient  of  controul. 
He  fpurs  her  onward  to  Deftrudion's  goal ! 

Nor 
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Nor  yet  content  on  curft  Weftphalia's  fiiore 
With  mad  profufion  to  exhaull  her  Aore, 
Still  Peace  his  pompous  folminations  brand. 
As  pirates  tremble  at  the  fight  of  land : 
Still  to  new  wars  the  public  eye  he  turns  ; 
Defies  all  peril,  and  at  reafon  fpurns ; 
Till  preft  with  danger,  by  diftrefs  affail'd. 
That   baffled  courage,  and  o'er  /kill  prevail'd; 
Till  foundering  in  the  ilorm  himfelf  had  brew'd. 
He  ftrives  at  Islt  its  horrors  to  elude. 
Some  wretched  fhift  muft  ilill  proteiSl  his  name. 
And  to  the  guiltlefs  head  transfer  his  Ihame : 
Then  hearing  model:  Diffidence  oppofe 
His  rafh  advice,  that  golden  time  he  chofe; 
And  while  big  furges  threaten 'd  to  o'erwheiro 
The  fhip,  ingloriouily  forfook  the  helm. 
.     But  all  th'  events  colledcd  to  relate. 
Let  us  his  actions  recapitulate. 

He  firft  aflum'd,  by  mean  perfidious  art, 
Thofe  patriot  tenets  foreign  to  his  heart : 
Next,  by  his  country's  fond  applaafcs  fwcll'd, 
Thruft  himfelf  forward  into  power,  and  held 
The  reins  on  principles  which  he  alone. 
Grown  drunk  and  wanton  with  fuccefs,  could  own  ; 
Beiray'd  her  interei^  and  abus'd  her  truft; 
Then  deaf  to  prayers,  forfook  her  in  difguft  ; 
"With  tragic  mummer}',  and  moft  vile  grimace. 
Rode  thro'  the  city  with  a  woeful  face. 
As  in  dlilrefs,  a  Patriot  out  of  place  ! 
Infults  his  generous  Prince,  and  in  the  day 

Of  trouble  ikulks,  becaufe  he  cannot  fway  ! 

In 
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In  foreign  climes  embroils  him  with  allies ! 
And  bids  at  home  the  flames  of  Discord  rife  !. 

She  comes  !  from  Hell  the  exulting  Fury  fprings  I 
With  grim  Deftruftion  failing  on  her  wings  1 
Around  her  fcream  an  hundred  harpies  fell ! 
An  hundred  demons  fhriek  with  hideous  yell ! 
From  where,  in  mortal  venom  dipt  on  high. 
Full-drawn  the  deadlieft  fliafts  of  fatire  fly^ 
Where  Churchill  brandifhes  his  dumfy  club,. 
And  Wilkes  unloads  his  excremental  tub, 
Down  to  where  Entick,  aukward  and  unclean,. 
Crawls  on  his  native  dull,  a  worm  obfcene  ! 
While  with  unnumber'd  wings,  from  van  to  rear> 
Myriads  of  namelefs  buzzing  drones  appear  : 
From  their  dark  cells  the  angry  infeds  fwarm. 
And  every  little  lling  attempt  to  arm* 
Here  Chaplains  *,  Prinjileges  *,  moulder  round. 
And  feeble  Scourges  *  rot  upon  the  ground  : 
Here  hungry  Kenrick  ftrives,  with  fruitlcfs  aim> 
With  Grub-ftree:  flander  to  extend  his  name  :. 
At  Bruin  flies  the  flavering,  fnarling  cur,, 
But  only  fills  his  familh'd  jaws  with  fur. 
Here  Baldwin  fpreads  th'  afl"aflinating-  cloke. 
Where  lurking  rancour  gives  the  fecret  fl:roke ; 
While  gorg'd  with  filth,  around  this  fenfelefs  block, 
A  fwarm  of  fpider-bards  obfequious  flock  : 
While  his  demure  Welch  Goat,  with  lifted  hoof. 
In  Poet's -Corner  hangs  each  flimfy  woof; 

*  Certain  poenns  intended  to  be  very  fdtiricalj  but  alas  !  — 
we  refer  our  reader  to  the  Reviews, 

And 
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And  frifky  grown,  attempts,  with  aukward  prance> 
On  Wit's  gay  theatre  to  bleat  and  dance. 
Here»  feiz'd  with  iliac  paffion,  mouthing  Leech, 
Too  low,  alas  T  for  Satire's  whip  to  reach. 
From  his  black  entrails,  Faftion's  common  fewer, 
Difgorges  all  her  excremental  ftore. 

With  equal  pity  and  regret  the  Mufe 
The  thundering  ftorms  that  rage  around  her  views  j 
Impartial  views  the  tides  of  Difcord  blend. 
Where  lordly  rogues  for  power  and  place  contend  j 
Were  not  her  Patriot-heart  with  anguifh  torn, 
AVould  eye  the  oppofmg  chiefs  with  equal  fcorn. 
Let  Freedom's  deadlieft  foes  for  freedom  bawl> 
Alike  to  her  who  govern  or  who  fall ! 
Aloof  fne  ftands,  all  unconcern'd  and  mute. 
While  the  rude  rabble  bellow,  "  Down  with  Bute  I'* 
While  villany  the  fcourge  of  juftice  bilks. 
Howl  on,  ye  ruffians  !  "  Liberty  and  Wilkes.'* 
Let  fome  foft  mummy  of  a  peer,  who  ftains 
His  rank,  fome  fodden  lump  of  afs's  brains. 
To  that  abandon'd  wretch  his  fanftion  give  ; 
Support  his  flander,  and  his  wants  relieve  1 
Let  the  great  hydra  roar  aloud  for  Pitt, 
And  power  and  wildom  all  to  him  fubmit ! 
Let  proud  Ambition's  fons,  with  hearts  fevere. 
Like  parricides,  their  mother's  bowels  tear  1 
Sedition  her  triumphant  flag  difplay. 
And  in  embodied  ranks  her  troops  array  ! 
While  coward  Juftice,  trembling  on  her  feat. 
Like  a  vile  flave  defceads  to  lick  her  feet ! 
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Nor  here  let  Cenfure  draw  her  awful  blade, 
If  from  her  theme  the  wayAvard  Mufe  has  flray'd  I 
Sometimes  th'  impetuous  torrent,  o'er  its  mounds 
Redundant  burfting,  fvvamps  the  adjacent  grounds  ; 
But  rapid,  and  impatient  of  delay. 
Thro'  the  deep  channel  iHIl  purfues  its  way. 
Our  pilot  now  retir'd,  no  pleafure  knowcs. 
But  every  man  and  meafure  to  oppofe  ; 
Like  ^Efop's  cur.  Hill  fnarling  and  perverfe. 
Bloated  with  envy,  to  mankind  a  curfe. 
No  more  at  Council  his  advice  will  lend. 
But  with  all  others  who  advife  contend  : 
He  bids  diftraftion  o'er  his  country  blaze. 
Then,  fvvelter'd  with  revenge,  retreats  to  Hayes  *  : 

*  After  reflefting  on  the  various  events  by  which  this  extra- 
ordinary pcrfon  is  charaderifed,  we  cannot  rcfift  the  temptation 
■of  quoting  a  few  anecdotes  from  Machiarel,  relative  to  a  man 
of  a  very  fimilar  complexion  and  conftitution,  who  was  alfo  dl- 
ftinguifhed  by  a  train  of  incidents  pretty  nearly  refembling  thofe 
we  have  mentioned  above;  although  he  poflibly  never  anticipated 
the  fimilitude  of  fortune  and  ch»rader  that  might  happen  be- 
tween him  and  any  of  his  progeny.  Speaking  of  the  government 
of  Florence,  our  hiftorian  informs  us,  that,  "  Luca  Pitt,  a  bold 
and  refolute  man,  being  novk-  made  gonfalionere  of  jurtice, — 
having  entered  upon  his  ofnce,  was  very  importunate  with  the 
people  to  appoint  a  balia;  but  perceiving  it  was  to  no  purpofe, 
he  not  only  treated  thofe  that  were  members  of  the  council  with 
great  infolence,  and  called  them  opprobrious  names,  but  threat- 
ened them,  and  foon  after  put  his  threats  in  cxecutioa:  for 
liaving  filled  the  palace  with  armed  men,  on  the  eve  of  St.  Lo- 
renzo, in  the  month  of  Auguft  1453,  he  called  ihe  people  to- 
gether 
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Svs  allows  the  penfion  ;  but,  aware  of  blame. 
Transfers  the  profTer'd  peerage  to  his  dame. 
The  felon  thus  of  old,  his  name  to  fave. 
His  pilfer'd  mutton  to  a  brother  gave. 

But  (hould  forae  frantic  wretch,  whom  all  men  know 
To  nature  and  humanity  a  foe. 
Deaf  to  the  widow's  moan  and  orphan's  cry. 
And  dead  to  fhame  and  friendlhip's  focial  tie ; 
Should  fach  a  mifcreant,  at  the  hour  of  death. 
To  thee  his  fortunes  and  domains  bequeath ; 
V.'irh  cruel  rancour  wrefting  from  his  heirs 
What  nature  taught  them  to  exped  as  theirs; 

gether  Into  the  Piazza,  and  there  compelled  them,  by  ferce  of 
arms, to  do  that  which  they  would  not  fo  much  as  hear  of  before. 
Pirt  had  alfo  very  rich  prefents,  not  only  fromCofimo  and  thefig- 
nicry,  but  from  all  the  principal  cidrens,  who  vied  with  each 
other  in  their  generofity  to  himj  fo  tliat  it  was  thought  he  had 
above  tvi^enty  thoufand  ducats  given  him  at  that  time ;   after 
which  he  became  fo  popular,  that  the  city  was  no  longer  go- 
verned by  Cofimo  di  Medici,  but  by  Laca  Pitt.     This  infplred 
lilm   with   vanity. — After  this   he  had  recourfe  to  very  extra- 
ordinary means  ;  for  he  not  only  extorted  more  and  greater  pre- 
fents from  the  chief  citizens,  but  alfo  made  the  commonalt/ 
fupply  him  with  workmen  and  artificers."    Machiavel's  Hifl, 
Florence.     This  has  an  unlucky  refemblance  to  a  certain  great 
psrSbn's  driving  through  the  city  with  borrowed  horfes,  and  being 
«fFercd  to  have  his  horfes  unyoked,  and  his  chariot  drawn  by  his 
good  frier\ds  the  mcb.     We  (hall,  in  due  time  and  place,  give 
fome  account  of  the  fall  of  Mr.  Luca  Pitt,  and  the  contempt 
with  whi:h,  after  foms  particujar  oents,  he  was  univerfally  re- 
jga;ded. 

lYoaid'St 
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Would'ft  thou  with  this  detefted  robber  join. 
Their  legal  wealth  to  plunder  and  purloin  ? 
Forbid  it.  Heaven  !  thou  canft  not  be  (o  bafe. 
To  blaft  thy  name  with  infamous  difgrace  ! 
The  Mufe  who  wakes,  yet  triumphs  o'er  thy  hate. 
Dares  not  (o  black  a  thought  anticipate  : 
By  Heaven,  the  Mufe  her  ignorance  betrays ; 
For  while  a  thoufand  eyes  with  wonder  gaze, 
Tho'  gorg'd  and  glutted  \vith  his  country's  flore. 
The  vulture  pounces  on  the  fhining  ore  ; 
In  his  ftrong  talons  gripes  the  golden  prey. 
And  from  the  weeping  orphan  bears  away. 

The  great,  th'  alarming  deed  is  yet  to  come. 
That,  big  with  fate,  flrikes  Expectation  dumb. 
O  !  patient,  injur'd  England,  yet  unveil 
Thy  eyes,  and  liften  to  the  JVIufe's  tale. 
That  true  as  honour,  unadorn'd  with  art. 
Thy  wrongs  in  fair  fucceflion  fhall  impart ! 

Ere  yet  the  defolating  god  of  war 
Had  cTufh'd  pale  Europe  with  his  iron  car, 
■Had  fhook  her  Ihores  with  terrible  alarms. 
And  thunder'd  o'er  the  trembling  deep.  To  arms  ! 
In  climes  remote,  beyond  the  fetting  fun. 
Beyond  th'  Atlantic  wave,  his  rage  begun. 
Alas  !    poor  country,  how  with  pangs  unknown 
To  Britain  did  thy  lilial  bofom  groan  ! 
What  favage  armies  did  thy  realms  invade. 
Unarm 'd,  and  diftant  from  maternal  aid  ! 
Thy  cottages  with  cruel  flames  confum'd. 
And  the  £ad  owner  to  deflruftion  doom'd; 

Mangled 
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Mangled  with  wounds,  with  pungent  angaillh  torn. 
Or  left  to  pcrifh  naked  and  forlorn ! 
What  carnage  reek'd  upon  thy  ruin'd  plain  ! 
What  infants  bled  !  what  virgins  fnrick'd  in  vain! 
In  every  look  dillraftion  fcem'd  to  glare. 
Each  heart  was  rack'd  with  horror  and  defpair. 
To  Albion  then,  with  groans  and  piercing  cries, 
America  lift  up  her  dying  eyes  ; 
To  generous  Albion  pour'd  forth  all  her  pain. 
To  whom  the  wretched  never  wept  in  vain. 
She  heard,  and  inflant  to  relieve  her  flew. 
Her  arm  the  gleaming  fword  of  vengeance  drew; 
Far  o'er  the  ocean  wave  her  voice  was  known. 
That  fhook  the  deep  abyfs  from  zone  to  zone  : 
She  bade  the  thunder  of  the  battle  glow. 
And  pour'd  the  ilorm  of  lightning  on  the  foe : 
.Nor  ceas'd  till,  crown'd  with  viftory  complete. 
Pale  Spain  and  JFf  ance  lay  tremblmg  at  her  feet  *♦ 

•  Although  oor  author  has  no  prefent  kicnnation  to  enttr 
into  political  controverfy,  yet  he  cannot  avoid  citing  an  article 
■from  ene  of  the  modern  diftionaries,  which  in  feme  meafure  is 
eonneQed  with  this  part  of  his  fobjeft,  and  exhibits  a  view  of 
the  fidelity  and  gratitude  of  our  fellow  fubjefts  in  America.     , 

We  are  informed  in  the  article  referred  to,  that  a  "  cartd  In 
the  marine  is  a  (hip  jirovkied  in  lime  of  war  to  exchange  the 
prifoners  of  any  two  hoftile  powers  ;  aifo  to  carry  any  particu- 
lar requeft  or  propofal  from  the  one  to  the  other :  for  this  reafcn 
flie  is  particularly  commanded  to  carry  no  cargo  or  arms,  only 
a  lingle  gun  for  firing. fignals. 

"  Our  honeft  Americans  however,  who  have  fo  forcly  grieved 
-of  late  for  paying  a  fmall  part  of  the  gieat  taxes  of  this  country, 
.^thou^h  demaruied  for  their  own  particular  protefiion,  made 
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Her  fears  difpellM,  and  all  her  foes  remov'd. 
Her  fertile  grounds  induftrioufly  improv'd, 

TiOt  only  no  fcruple  to  difobey  and  defplfe  this  regulation  of  car- 
tels during  the  laie  war,  but,  on  the  contrary,  gave  continual 
i"upplies  of  provlfions  to  our  enemies  in  the  Weft-Indies,  and 
thereby  recovered  ihem,  and  recruiced  their  fallen  fpirits,  at  » 
time  when  they  were  gafping  under  the  weight  of  our  arms. 
With  fo  much  addrefs,  indeed,  did  thtfe  opprefTed  and  unfortu- 
nate traders  conduct  this  fcheme,  that  ten  or  twelve  cartels  be- 
ing laden  at  the  fame  time  with  beef,  pork,  bread,  flour,  &c. 
failed  together  for  the  French  iflands,  and,  in  order  to  evade  the 
ftri<fl  examination  of  our  fiiips  of  Avarj  were  provided  with  a 
guardian  privateer,  equipped  by  the  fame  expert  owners,  to 
feize  their  own  vefTels,  and  direft  their  courfe  to  ilie  places  of  their 
firft  deflination ;  but  if  they  were  examined  by  cur  fiaips  of  war, 
to  an  Englifli  port.  But  this  clumfy  trick  did  not  long  efcape 
the  vigilancerf)f  our  naval  officers,  who  found  that  the  fellow* 
fent  abroad,  by  way  of  commanders  or  prize-mafters,  were  ut- 
terly ignorant,  and  incapable  of  piloting  any  ftip  ;  and  of  con- 
fequence  only  fent  to  elude  their  fcnitiny. 

•'  The  moll  bare  faced  piece  of  effrontery,  hosvever,  that  was 
ever  committed  of  this  kind,  was  the  feizing  an  armed  veflel,  fitted 
in  Philadelphia,  to  take  thefe  illegal  cartels.  She  was  command- 
ed by  a  geBtleman,  whom  the  majority  of  the  merchants  in  that 
city  joined  to  oppofe  and  diftrefs.  They  employed  a  crew  of 
ruffians,  who  feized  his  veffel  openJy,  in  the  mofl  unwarranted 
and  lawlefs  manner,  and  brought  her  up  In  triumph  to  the  town, 
when  Ihe  had  only  five  men  aboard  :  and  fo  inveterate  was  their 
hatred  to  tlie  commander,  that  he  was  obliged  to  leave  the  coun- 
try precipitately,  as  being  in  danger  of  his  life." 

There  cannot  be  a  ftronger  confirmation  of  the  truth  of  the 
above  account,  than  the  f(  Uowing  letter  of  Mr.  Pitt : 

Cry 
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Her  towns  with  trade,  with  fleets  her  harbours  crown'd. 

And  Plenty  fmiling  on  her  plains  around'; 

Thus  blell  with  all  that  commerce  could  fupply, 

America  regards  with  jealous  eye. 

And  canker'd  heart,  the  Parent y  who  fo  late 

Had  fnatch'd  her  gafping  from  the  jaws  of  Fate  ; 

Who  now,  with  wars  ior  her  begun,  relax'd. 

With  grievous  aggravated  burdens  tax'd. 

Her  treafiires  walled  by  a  hungry  brood 

Of  cormorants,  that  fuck  her  vital  blood  ; 

Who  now  oi her  demands  that  tribute  due. 

Far  whom  alone  th'  avenging  fvvord  fhe  drew. 

Copy  of  a  letter  from  Mr.  Secretary  Pitt  to  thftfeveral  Governors 
and  Councils  in  North  America,  relating  to  the  Flag  of  Truce 
Trade. 

**  Whitehall,  Auguft  24,  1760. 
'     "  Gentlemen, 

"  The  commar.ders  of  his  Majefty's  forces  and  fleets  in 
North  America  and  the  Weft  Indies  have  tranfinltted  certain 
and  repeated  intelligences  of  an  illegal  and  moil  pernicious  trade 
carried  on  by  the  king's  fubjeifts  in  North  America  and  the  Welt 
Indies,  as  well  to  the  French  iflands  as  to  the  French  fettlements 
on  the  continent  in  America,  and  particularly  to  the  rivers  Mo- 
bile and  MifliCppi  J  by  wliich  the  enemies,  .to  the  great  reproach 
and  detriment  of  government,  are  fupplied  with  provifions  and 
other  ncceflarics  }  whereby  they  are  principally,  if  not  alone, 
enabled  to  fuftain  and  protraft  this  long  and  expenfive  war.  And 
It  further  appearing,  that  large  fums  of  bullion  are  fent  by  the 
king's  fubjefls  to  the  above  places,  in  return  whereof  commodi- 
ties are  taken,  which  interfere  with  the  produft  of  the  Britifh 
colonics  themfdves,  in  open  contempt  of  the  authority  of  the 
mother- country,  as  well  as  the  moft  manifeft  prejudice  of  th« 
Vol.  LXVII.  Y  manu- 
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Scarce  had  America  the  juft  requeft 
Receiv'd,  when  kindling  in  her  faithlefs  breaft 
Refentment  glows,  enrag'd  fedition  burns. 
And,  lo  !  the  mandate  of  our  laws  Ihe  fpurns ! 
Her  fccret  hate,  incapable  of  lliame 
Or  gratitude,  incenfes  to  a  flame. 
Derides  our  power,  bids  Infurreftion  rife, 
Infults  our  honour,  and  our  laws  defies ; 
O'er  all  her  coads  is  heard  th'  audacious  roar, 
"  England  Ihall  rule  America  no  more  1" 

msnufaflurcs  and  trade  of  Great-Britain:  in  order,  tlierefore,  lo 
put  the  moft  fpetdy.  and  esfcQual  Itop  to  fuch  flagitious  prac- 
tices, fo  utterly  fubverfive  of  all  laws,  and  fo  highly  repugnan' 
to  the  well-being  of  this  kingdom  : 

"  It  is  his  majefty's  exprefs  will  and  pleafure,  that  you  do 
forthwith  make  the  ftridlelt  and  moft  diligent  enquiry  into  th« 
ftate  of  this  dangerous  and  ignominious  trade  j  and  that  you  do 
ufe  every  means  in  your  power  to  deteft  and  difcover  perfons 
concerned  either  as  principals  or  acceflaries  therein  j  and  that 
you  do  take  every  ftcp  authorifed  by  law  to  bring  all  fuch  heinous 
oifenders  to  the  moft  exemplary  and  condign  punifhment :  and 
you  will,  as  foon  as  may'be,  and  from  time  to  time  tranfmit  to 
me,  for  the  king's  information,  full  and  particular  accounts  of 
the  progrefs  you  ftiall  have  made  in  the  execution  of  this  hi» 
majefty's  commands,  to  the  which  the  king  expedls  that  you 
pay  the  moft  cxa(fl  obedience.  And  you  are  further  to  ufe  your 
utmoft  endeavours  to  trace  out  and  inveftigate  the  various  arti- 
fices and  evafions  by  which  the  dealers  in  this  iniquitous  inter- 
courfe  find  means  to  cover  their  criminal  proceedings,  and  to  elude 
the  law  j  in  order  that  from  fuch  lights  due  and  timely  confiderations 
may  be  had  what  farther  provifion  may  be  neceflaiy  to  reftrain  an 
evil  of  fuch  extensive  and  pernicious  confequences. 

I  am,  SiC, 

Soon 
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Soon  as  on  Britain's  ftiore  th'  alarm  was  heard. 
Stern  indignation  in  her  look  appear'd; 
Yet,  loth  to  puni(h,  flie  her  icourge  withheld 
Jrom  her  perfidious  fons  who  thus  rebell'd  : 
Now  ftung  with  anguilh,  now  with  rage  aflail'd. 
Till  pity  in  her  foul  at  lall  prevail'd, 
Determin'd  not  to  draw  her  penal  fteel 
Till  fair  Perfuafion  made  her  laft  appeal. 

And  now  the  g-reat  decifive  hour  drew  nigh. 
She  on  her  darling  Pat  rid  caft  her  eye; 
His  voice  like  thunder  will  fupport  her  caufe. 
Enforce  her  dictates,  and  fuftain  her  laws  ; 
Rich  with  her  fpoils,  his  fandion  will  difmay. 
And  bid  th'  infurgents  tremble  and  obey. 

He  comes ! — but  where,  th'  amazing  th^me  to  hit, 
Difcover  language  or  ideas  fit  ? 

"Splay-footed  words,  that  heftor,  bounce,  and  fwagger. 
The  fenfe  to  pu2Zie,  and  the  brain  to  ftagger  ? 
Our  Patriot  comes!  — with  frenzy  fir'd,  the  Mafe 
With  allegoric  eye  his  figure  views  : 
Like  the  grim  portrefs  of  hell-gate  he  llands, 
Bellona's  fcourge  hangs  trembling  in  his  hands ! 
Around  him,  fiercer  than  the  ravenous  fliark, 
'  A  cry  of  hell-hounds  never-cealing  bark  1' 
And  lo  !  th'  enormous  giant  to  bedeck, 
A  golden  millflone  hangs  upon  his  neck  ! 
On  him  Ambition's  vulture  darts  her  claws. 
And  with  voracious  rage  his  liver  gnaws. 
Our  Patriot  comes !  — the  buckles  of  whofe  Ihoes 
Not  Cromwell's  felf  was  worthy  to  unloofe. 

Y  2  Repeat 
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Repeat  his  name  in  thunder  to  the  fkies ! 
Ye  hills  fall  proftrate,  and  ye  vales  arife  ! 
Thro'  Faftion's  vvildernefs  prepare  the  way  1 
Prepare,  ye  liftening  fenates,  to  obey  ! 
The  idol  of  the  mob,  behold  him  ftand. 
The  alpha  and  omega  of  the  land  ! 

Methinks  I  hear  the  bellowing  Demagogue 
Dumb-founding  declamations  difembogue, 

Expreffions  of  immeafurable  length. 

Where  pompous  jargon  fills  the  place  of  ftrength; 

Where  fulminating,  rumbling  eloquence. 

With  loud  theatric  rage,  bombards  the  fenfe ; 

And  words,  deep  rank'd  in  horrible  array, 

Exafperated  metaphors  convey  ! 

With  thefe  auxiliaries,  drawn  up  at  large. 

He  bids  enrag'd  Sedition  beat  the  charge  ; 

From  England's  fanguine  hope  his  aid  withdraws. 

And  lifts  to  guide  in  Infurreftion's  caufe. 

And  lo  !  where,  in  her  facrilegious  hand. 

The  parricide  lifts  high  her  burning  brand  ! 

Go,  while  fhe  yet  fufpends  her  impious  aim,  ^ 

With  thofe  infernal  lungs  aroufe  the  flame  ! 

Tho'  England  merits  not  her  leaft  regard. 

Thy  friendly  voice  gold  boxes  Ihall  reward  i 

Arife,  embark  !  prepare  thy  martial  car. 

To  lead  her  armies  and  provoke  the  war  1 

Rebellion  waits,  impatient  of  dela)». 

The  fignal  her  black  enfigns  to  difplay  *. 

***-)fr     ******* 

*  Luca  Pitt  continued  at  Florence,  prefuming  upon  his  late 
alliance,  and  the  promifes  which  Pietro  had  made  him ;  *  *  *  * 

But 
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To  thee,  whofe  foul,  all  fteadfaft  and  ferene. 
Beholds  the  tumults  that  diftraft  our  fcene ; 
And,  in  the  calmer  feats  of  wifdom  plac'd. 
Enjoys  the  fweets  of  fentiment  and  talle ; 
To  thee,  O  Marius !  whom  no  fadions  fway, 
Th'  impartial  Mufe  devotes  her  honeft  lay  ! 
In  her  fond  breaft  no  proftituted  aim. 
Nor  venal  hope,  aiTumes  fair  Friendfliip's  name: 
Sooner  Ihall  CburcbiWs  feeble  meteor-ray. 
That  led  our  foundering  Demagogue  aftray. 

But  amongft  all  the  changes  that  enfued  upon  tliis  revolution, 
nothing  was  more  remarkable  than  the  cafe  cf  Luca  Pitt,  who 
f^oon  began  to  experience  the  diifererKe  betwixt  profperity  arri 
advcrfity,  betwixt  living  in  authority  and  falling  into  difgracc. 
His  houfe,  which  ufed  to  be  crowded  with  fwarms  of  fellowers 
,and  dependants,  was  now  as  unfrequented  as  a  defert  j  and  his 
friends  and  relations  were  not  only  afraid  of  being  feen  with 
him,  but  durft  not  even  falute  him  if  they  met  him  in  the 
ftreet ;  fome  of  them  having  been  deprived  of  their  honours* 
others  of  their  eftates,  and  all  of  them  threatened. 

The  magnificent  palaces  which  he  had  begun  to  build  were 
abandoned  by  the  workmen;  the  fervices  he  had  formerly 
done  to  any  one  were  requited  with  injuries  and  abufe ;  and  the 
honours  he  had  conferred,  with  infamy  and  taunts.  Many  who 
had  made  him  valuable  prefents,  now  came  to  demand  thera 
again,  as  only  lent ;  and  others,  who  before  ufed  to  flatter  and 
extol  him  to  the  (kies,  in  thefe  circumflances,  loaded  him  with 
conmmeiy  and  reproaches  of  ingratitude  and  violence ;  fo  that 
he  heartily  repented,  though  too  late,  that  he  had  not  followed 
Nicolo  Soderini's  advice,  and  preferred  an  honourable  death  to  a 
life  of  ignominy  and  contempt.    Mach,  Hift.  f  lor. 

Darkling 


^^  FALCONER'S    POEMS. 

Darkling  to  grope  and  flounce  in  Error's  night, 
Eclipfe  great  Mansfeldh  ftrong  meridian  light, 
Than  fliall  the  change  of  fortune,  time  or  place. 
Thy  generous  friendfhip  in  my  heart  eiface  ! 
'O  !  whether  wandering  from  thy  country  far. 
And  plung'd  amid  the  murdering  fcenes  of  war; 
Or  in  the  bleft  retreat  of  Virtue  laid. 
Where  Contemplation  fpreads  her  awful  fliade.; 
If  ever  to  forget  thee  I  have  power. 
May  Heaven  defert  me  at  my  lateft  hour ! 
Still  Satire  bids  my  bofom  beat  to  arms. 
And  throb  with  irrefiftible  alarms. 
Like  fome  full  river  charg'd  with  falling  fliowera* 
Still  o'er  my  breaft  her  fwelling  deluge  pours. 
But  Reft  and  Silence  now,  who  wait  befide. 
With  their  ftrong  flood-gates  bar  th'  impetuous  tide* 
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